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On  either  side  were  doors  of  steel  leading  into  chambers  arched  with  stone.  Count  Potolski  could  not  restrain  bimaalf 
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shall  see  their  contents.  At  last,  at  last!”  With  which  Potolski  jjushed  his  way  into  the  nearest  chamber. 


The  subscription  price  of  the  Frank  Reads  Library  by  the  vear  is  S"YI-  *1  o-  „  •  =-^=r^= - 

_ _ _ TOUSBY,  Publisher,  29  West  aithlstreft.'Ne^York?011^3’  P°St  paid*  Address  FRANK 


THE  BLACK  LAGOON; 

OR, 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Submarine  Search  for 
a  Sunken  City  in  Russia. 

AN  EXCITING  STORY  OF  THE  LAND  OF  THE  SLAVS. 
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Author  ot  “The  Desert  of  Death,"  “The  Caribs’  Cave,"  “The  Lost  Lake,"  “37  Bags  of  Gold,"  etc. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  COUNT’S  MISSION. 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  the  young  inventor,  whose  fame  is  world-wide, 
had  just  written  his  name  upon  the  register  of  a  large  New  York  hotel, 
and  handed  his  grip  to  the  boy  in  waiting. 

“  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  Readestown.” 

The  clerk  mechanically  marked  the  number  of  the  room  opposite 
bis  name,  and  turned  to  get  the  key.  At  that  moment  a  peculiar  thing 
happened. 

A  tall,  dark-complexioned  man,  with  long  fierce  mustache,  stood 
behind  Frank,  and  now  took  up  the  pen  to  register  also.  In  a  sprawl¬ 
ing  hand  be  indited  on  the  page  the  following: 

“  Nikolai  Potolski,  Warsaw,  Poland.” 

It  chanced  that  Frank  was  so  near  that  he  could  oasily  observe  the 
name  thus  written,  which  he  did  carelessly,  giving  the  new-comer  a 
quick  comprehensive  glance,  as  one  will  a  "foreigner. 

But  the  Pole,  for  such  he  was,  suddenly  dropped  his  pen  aud  stared 
at  the  page.  He  bad  chanced  10  note  the  name  preceding  his. 

Putting  ids  Unger  upou  Frank’s  name,  he  addressed  the  clerk: 

“  Can  you  tell  me,  sir,  if  this  gentleman  is  still  at  this  hotel?” 

The  clerk  turned  in  surprise,  and  shot  a  quick  glnnce  at  Frank.  The 
latter,  in  his  turn,  was  astonished.  Instinctively  the  Pole  also  turned 
his  gaze  eagerly  upon  Frank. 

He  was  a  man  of  distinguished  bearing  and  spoke  English  tluently. 
For  a  moment  there  was  a  pause. 

“  I  am  ttie  man,”  said  Frame.  “  What  can  I  do  for  you,  sir?" 

Count  Potolski,  for  such  he  was,  held  out  his  hand  in  Yankee  fash¬ 
ion.  His  manner  was  large  and  hearty. 

“  You  can  do  more  for  me  than  any  other  man  on  earth,”  he  said. 
“  I  have  come  all  the  way  from  the  Ukraine  in  Southern  Russia,  to  see 
you.” 

“  Au  agreeable  surprise!”  said  Frank,  favorably  impressed  with  the 
other. 

“  And  a  fortunate  coincidence  for  mo,”  declared  the  Pole,  “  it  seems 
like  a  genuine  working  of  Fate.  But  pardon  mo,  I  will  not  detain 
you  at  present.” 

“  I  am  only  on  my  way  to  my  room,”  replied  Frank.  "  I  can  meet 
you  at  dinner,  or  in  the  reading  room  at  such  hour  as  you  may  wish!” 

“  Thunk  you!  1  will  be  glad  to  dine  at  the  same  table  and  later, 
perhaps  we  can  adjourn  to  iny  apurtinents  for  my  orrand  is  one  imply¬ 
ing  some  secrecy  1” 

Frank  was  still  greater  astonished.  But  he  bowed  courteously  und 
merely  said: 

“  I  am  at  your  service!” 

Theu  the  count  went  out  to  see  about  his  laggoge,  while  Frank  nc- 
compauied  by  Barney  and  Poinp,  his  two  faithful  adherents,  went  to 
his  own  apartments.  The  more  ho  roUeclod  upon  this  strange  meeting 
the  more  puzzled  he  bocamo. 


It  is  odd!  he  muttered.  “  I  can  hardly  understand  what  this 
Polish  gentleman  can  want  of  me.  Certainly  I  never  saw  him  before 
in  my  life.” 

“  Begorra,  av  he’s  an  Anarchist  it’s  a  bad  thing  for  him!”  declared 
Barney,  with  a  comical  duck  of  his  red  head.  “  I’ll  be  afther  kapin’ 
me  eyes  on  him!” 

“  An  Anarchist!”  exclaimed  Frank,  with  a  laugh.  “  Where  do  you 
get  such  an  idea,  Barney?” 

“  Share,  sor,  don’t  the  most  av  thim  bloody  vilyuns  cum  from 
Rooshia?” 

Frank  laughed  earnestly. 

“  I  hardly  think  Count  Potolski  is  an  Anarchist,”  he  said. 

“Golly!”  muttered  Pomp,  rolling  his  eyes  and  showing  his  ivories. 
“  Wha’  yo’  fink  if  dat  chap  should  blow  us  all  to  kingdom  cum  wif  a 
dynunite  bomb,  Pish?” 

“  Bejabers,  it’s  moigbty  little  thinking  any  av  us  wud  he  doin’,”  de¬ 
clared  Barney,  “  at  least  not  in  this  worruld!” 

“  Huh!  does  yo’  spec  to  go  dar?” 

“  Av  I  do,  I’ll  niver  see  the  loikes  av  yez  there!” 

“  Wha’  you  say,  chile  ?  I  done  reckon  mah  chances  am  as  good  as 
yo's  am  1” 

“  Oat  aiu’  sayin’  berry  much  either,”  conluded  Pomp  after  a  mo¬ 
ment's  reflection.  But  both  knew  butter  than  to  get  into  an  alterca¬ 
tion  before  Frank.  The  young  inventor  was  busy  just  uow  with  some 
letters. 

Barney  and  Pomp  occupied  adjoining  rooms,  whither  they  now  re¬ 
paired,  leaving  Frank  to  himself. 

A  short  while  later  Frank  went  down  to  dinner.  The  count  was  at 
the  table  and  a  pleasant  chat  was  indulged  in.  Then  the  couut  led 
the  way  to  ills  own  apartments. 

As  they  entered,  Frank  saw  that  the  Pole’s  valet  had  arranged  a 
number  of  large  and  anciont  looking  maps  upou  a  table.  The  count 
motioned  Frank  to  he  seated. 

A  decanter  of  wine  and  glasses  were  on  the  table  also,  and  some 
choice  cigars.  It  was  evident  that  the  count  was  a  convivial  host. 

For  some  while  they  smoked  and  conversed.  Potolski  showing 
himself  a  scholar  and  an  artist  in  tho  art  of  conversation.  But  finally 
lie  brought  matters  to  a  point  in  a  deft  manner. 

"I  will  tell  you  a  story  of  my  ancestors,”  lie  said,  “and  I  have 
sufficient  egotism  to  believe  that  it  will  claim  your  interest.  At  first 
you  may  wonder  what  relation  it  can  have  with  my  erruiid  to  you. 
But  nil  shall  he  explained.” 

The  count  sipped  some  wino  and  went  on  with  his  narrative. 

“  Two  hundred  years  ago  in  a  beautiful  und  fertile  valley,  between 
the  Dneiper  and  the  river  Bug,  in  that  part  of  Russia  known  as  the 
Ukraine,  was  the  thrifty  little  principality  of  Makunoviu  The  noble 
Prince  Krdian  Potolski  was  the  ruler  of  this  region  under  Carolus,  the 
Pulisli  king. 

“  From  lime  immemorial  war  had  existed  at  irregular  intervals 


tlirou^hout  all  the  Ukraine  between  the  Zoporojians  or  Cossacks of 
tlio  Stem^s,  the  Tartars  us  their  natural  nllies  and  the  1  oles.  All  the 
petty  principalities,  such  as  tins  of  Makhuova,  were  compel  ed  o 
ataud  in  momentary  readiness  to  defend  their  lands  from  devastation, 
for  a  worse  horde  of  burhariuus  than  those  of  the  Steppes  never 

'  When  the  great  uprising  under  the  traitor  Ilenelnitski  convulsed 
the  enlire  Ukraine  with  war,  this  long,  deep  and  fertile  valley  of 
Jlakhuovu  was  one  of  the  lirsi  spots  attacked  by  the  barbarians.  They 
poured  into  the  valley  iu  fearful  numbers  and  awful  lighting  was  the 

^“But  Makhuova  was  so  splendidly  fortified,  and  the  valor  of  the 
Prince  Potolski  so  great  that  the  Zoporojians  were  '.beaten  and 
forced  to  withdraw.  Failing  to  carry  the  valley  by  storm,  they 
resorted  to  another  method  for  the  gaining  of  an  awful  revenge. 

"The  River  Dneiper— at  this  point  a  deep  and  sluggish  stream- 
passed  the  eastern  end  of  the  great  valley,  which  itself  was  much 
below  the  level  of  the  river,  and  guarded  from  its  waters  simply  by 
a  narrow  water  shed.  The  Zoporojiaus,  ten  thousand  strong,  be¬ 
gan  with  pick  and  spade  to  remove  this  water  shed,  so  that  the 
Dneiper  might  llood  the  valley. 

"  As  it  chanced,  Prince  Potolski,  his  family  and  lus  suite  had 
left  for  Warsaw  to  attend  the  interregeum  or  election,  else  1  would 
not  be  here  at  this  moment,  for  the  prince  is  my  direct  ancestor. 
So  they  escaped  the  awful  deluge  which  ensued. 

“  One  dark  night,  when  the  city  of  Makhuova  and  the  enlire  val¬ 
ley  was  in  the  depth  of  slumber,  the  Hood  gates  were  opened.  The 
**reat  current  of  the  Dneiper  shot  down  into  the  valley  for  a  length 
of  forty  miles,  carrying  all  before  it.  Every  village  was  wiped  out, 
Makhuova  submerged  a  hundrod  feet,  nud  every  life  in  the  valley 
taken.  It  was  a  fearful  deed. 

••  Not  one  of  the  luckless  people  escaped.  Hut  the  news  spread  to 
Warsaw.  The  king  ordered  troops  to  the  number  of  fifty  thousand 
under  Prince  Potolski  to  the  spot.  But  nothing  could  be  done. 

“  The  Zoporojians  fled  to  the  Steppes.  The  prince  and  his  army 
looked  with  grief  unspeakable  upon  the  awful  scene.  There  was  no 
way  to  drive  the  water  out  of  the  valley  again.  There  it  must  remain 
and  the  towus  and  habitations  submerged  to  the  end  of  time.  Mak¬ 
huova  was  literally  wiped  from  the  map  and  in  its  place  there  was 
only  a  deep  stagnant  and  black  lagoon,  which  the  peasants  shunned 
ns  the  abode  of  devils  and  foul  spirits. 

•>  Here  on  this  map  you  may  see  the  spot  marked.  The  Dneiper 
elill  flows  sluggishly  on  its  original  course.  Where  once  was  a  smiling, 
populous  valley  there  has  existed  for  two  hundred  years  only  the 
Black  Lagoon.” 

’  The  count  paused,  and  Frank  studied  the  map  closely.  He  was 
intensely  interested  in  the  strange  story. 

“You  may  understand,”  said  the  count,  “that  but  for  this  bit  of 
fiendish  work  on  the  part  of  the  barbarians  the  Black  Lagoon  might 
to-day  have  been  yet  a  prosperous  principality  and  I  might  have  been 
the  reigning  prince.  As  it  is,  I  am  only  Count  Potolski,  with  a  very 
modest  estate  in  Lublin  near  Warsaw,  a  good  subject  of  the  Czar. 
That  is  all.” 

"Your  story  is  most  interesting,”  replied  Frank.  "I  have  never 
heard  a  stranger  one.  You  say  their  is  possibly  no  way  of  emptying 
this  lagoon?” 

“Absolutely  none.  Save  where  it  connects  with  the  Dneiper  it  is 
surrounded  by  high  mountains.” 

“  But — there  must  be  much  of  value  buried  in  the  depths  of  that 
lagoon - ” 

“  Ah,  that  is  it!"  cried  Potolski.  “  All  the  wealth  of  Makhuova. 
And  it  is  all  legally  mine.” 

“  If  you  could  recover  it - ” 

“  It  would  put  me  on  my  feet  and  I  might  become  one  of  the  richest 
nobles  in  Russia.” 

“  Have  you  never  tried  it?” 

“Ah,  divers  cannot  descend  safely  tc  that  depth,  and  I  cannot  And 
those  who  will  dare  to  make  the  attempt.  This  brings  us  to  an  under¬ 
standing.  You  may  guess  now  what  has  brought  me  to  America  to 
see  you.” 

“  Be  more  explicit.” 

“  I  will.  You  have  invented  a  submarine  boat,  which  travels  at 
any  depth  under  water?” 

Frank  gave  a  start. 

“  Yes,”  he  replied,  “  I  have  perfected  such  an  invention.  I  think  I 
understand  you.  You  want  my  help  in  exploring  the  Black  La°-oon?” 

“  That  is  just  it.” 

“  And  for  this  reason  you  have  come  to  America  to  see  me?” 

“  You  have  guessed  it." 

For  some  moments  Frank  studied  the  ancient  maps.  Then  he  asked : 

“  How  will  you  get  the  submarine  boat  to  the  Black  Lagoon?" 

“Easily,”  replied  the  Pole,  eagerly.  “  By  means  olthe  Bosphorus, 
the  Black  Hea,  and  up  the  Dueiper.  I  know  a  method  of  going  around 
the  Caiaracts.  There  is  small  risk.  In  the  present  precarious  state 
of  my  fortunes  this  means  much  to  me.  You  shall  name  your  own 
price.  \v  hat  is  your  answer?” 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.f  arose. 

“  Myself  and  my  boat  are  at  your  service,”  he  said. 


CHAPTER  II. 


nUN  DOWN  AT  SKA. 


We  will  now  change  the  scene  of  our  story  to  Readostown. 

Concluding  his  arrangements  with  Count  Potolski,  I  rank  had  started 
at  once  for  homo  with  Barney  and  Pomp.  Immediately  upon  his  ar¬ 
rival  the  groat  machine  works  presented  a  scene  of  great  activity. 

There  was  much  to  he  done  to  prepare  the  submarine  boat  for  its 
long  cruise  to  distant  parts  of  the  world. 

To  be  sure  it  was  in  a  completed  state  and  floated  now  in  the  basin 
in  the  big  yard,  which  was  connected  with  the  river  by  means  of  a 
canid  and  locks. 

Tbe  Octopus,  as  the  boat  was  christened,  needed  to  be  thoroughly 
equipped  wilh  supplies  and  outfit  iu  general,  such  as  would  be  needed 
on  a  long  voyage. 

Frank  reckoned  that  it  would  take  at  least  three  months  to  visit  and 
explore  the  Black  Lagoon  and  return  home. 

Therefore  the  boat  must  be  supplied  with  provisions  for  that  length 
of  time.  Barney  and  Pomp  were  given  special  commissions  to  exe¬ 
cute. 

Frank  himself  found  it  necessary  to. put  his  business  affairs  in  proper 
shupe  for  such  an  extended  leave  of  absence.  Bo  he  plunged  into  it 
with  all  possible  haste. 

The  Octopus,  as  she  lay  in  the  big  basin, ’was  a  creation  to  be  viewed 
with  much  admiration  and  wonderment. 

From  time  immemorial  the  problem  of  submarine  navigation  had 
been  the  hobby  of  inventors  and  ship-bnilders.  But  up  to  date 
nothing  had  been  devised  of  a  practical  kind  until  Frank  Reade,  Jr., 
mastered  the  difficulty. 

Then,  after  the  invention  was  perfected,  as  is  generally  the  case, 
everybody  wondered  at  its  simplicity  and  why  they  had  not  seen  the 
point  themselves.  But  everybody  could  not  hope  to  become  a  great 
inventor  like  Frank  Reade,  Jr. 

The  Octopus  was  modeled,  so  far  as  her  tiuil  went,  somewhat  after 
the  pattern  of  a  Mississippi  flatboat  or  steamer,  such  as  are  used  on 
shallow  rivers. 

She  was  broad  of  beam  and  flat  bottomed,  with  very  little  keel. 
Y'et  she  was  well  balanced  and  steady  and  capable  of  making  a  heavy 
sea,  as  is  the  case  with  vessels  of  the  monitor  type. 

Her  freeboard  was  necessarily  low.  and  her  deck  of  steel  so  con¬ 
structed  that  it  could  stand  powerful  pressure.  A  guard  rail  protected 
it  on  all  sides. 

Forward,  rising  from  the  deck  in  a  conical  form,  was  the  pilot 
house  with  its  heavy,  plate-glass  windows.  Just  aft  of  this  a  dome¬ 
like  structure  of  steel  arose,  with  windows  of  heavy  glass,  protected 
with  steel  netting.  There  was  a  water-tight  door  and  a  vestibule  in 
the  side  of  this  structure  which  served  as  the  main  cabin. 

Three  steel  masts  were  intended  to  balance  the  craft  more  than  for 
practical  use.  A  powerful  search-light  was  located  forward. 

The  cabin  of  the  Octopus  was  richly  furnished,  and  contained  all  the 
necessary  compartments  and  conveniences  for  the  comforts  of  the 
crew. 

There  were  state-rooms  for  all.  A  cooking  galley  and  storage-rooms. 
The  motive  power  of  the  vessel  was  electricity,  and  under  the  pilot 
house  were  the  electric  engines. 

In  the  pilot  house  was  the  key-hoard  for  the  operation  of  the  engines 
and  the  wheel.  Here  also  was  the  chemical  generator  which  dissemi¬ 
nated  pure  air  to  all  parts  of  the  boot  while  under  water,  by  means  of 
tubes  and  valves. 

Amidships  aud  in  the  deep  hold  wns  the  tank  by  means  of  which 
water  was  taken  in  to  sink  the  boat  or  expelled  by  pneumatic  pres¬ 
sure  to  raise  it.  All  the  mechanical  parts  of  the  Octopus  were  ingeni¬ 
ous  and  perfect. 

It  proved  that  ii  master-mind  bad  conceived  and  carried  forward 
this  wonderful  invention.  It  would  be  hard  indeed  to  equal  it. 

Barney  and  Pomp  soon  had  stores  of  all  kinds  on  board  the  Octo¬ 
pus.  In  a  few  days  all  was  in  readiness  for  the  start. 

Count  Potolski  came  down  from  New  York  ail  equipped  and  ready 
for  the  voyage.  His  valet  he  had  sent  home  by  steamer. 

Frank  welcomed  him  warmly  and  they  went  at  ouce  on  board  the 
Octopus.  All  was  ready  for  the  start. 

Of  course  the  news  of  the  project  had  spread  far  and  wide  and  a 
great  throng  was  in  attendance  to  see  the  voyagers  off. 

When  the  gates  were  opened  the  Octopus  glided  out  into  the  canal 
and  theuce  into  the  river.  A  general  ovation  was  given  the  party. 

But  Frank  took  the  wheel,  and  the  Octopus  shot  away  down  the 
river.  Readestown  soon  faded  from  sight. 

America  behind.  ^  °U‘  l°  ^  aDd  leaviuS  the  shores  of 

Frank  did  not  intend  to  stop  anywhere  until  they  should  reach 
itmTaifeat)9'  Tbe“Ce  be  1Dtended  l<>  sail  for  Gibraltar  aud  the  Med- 

°utt10.  8ea;fn  tbe  heaving  rollers  of  the  Atlantic,  the  Octopus 
proved  herself  a  good,  stanch  vessel.  To  be  sure,  her  low  free- 
p°ete(y.  Sh  WaV9  t0  °UCe  in  a  while  wash  over  her  com- 

But  her  decks  being  smooth  and  clear,  no  harm  was  done  The 
voyagers  kept  well  in  the  cabin  aud  pilot  house  mosT  nf  .i^  nJ 

.‘waa-sgwai 

The  days  passed. 

At  night  the  search-light  showed  the  way  plainly  enoncrh  Ft 
cept  in  a  fog,  there  was  slight  danger  of  collision.  *  gh>  Ex' 


THE  BLACK  LAGOON. 


DuIb0fhfiarnnMar  ft"  loi>m®d  up  08  lileral  Slants  beside  the  Octo- 
piio.  bhe  could  easily  evade  them  in  a  good  light 

But  one  night  closed  in  with  a  fearful  dense  fog. 
inJth«kfintannna  KaiiittlfKalarm,ed'  a,1(1  even  Ulought  seriously  of  send- 
wonW  be  UuPle  danger  8“rfaCe  l°  traVe‘  Waler’  wbere  lhere 

be  bfpc  *'®r  on  the  surface.  As  midnight  came,  the  search- 
hardly  able  to  penetrate  fifty  yards  ahead  of  the  vessel. 

This  distance  would  never  have  allowed  of  the  dodging  an  oncom- 
miles  386  •  °f  C0Ur8e  no  otller  ve38el  be  withiu  huudreds  of 


But  there  was  always  the  deadly  chance  of  a  collision.  Again  and 
again  Frank  put  his  hand  on  the  electric  button  to  send  the  vessel 
down,  but  each  time  hesitated. 

To  be  sure  progress  under  water  would  not  be  so  fast  but  it  would 
be  safer,  which  wag  argument  enough. 

Suddenly  Burney,  who  was  on  the  forward  deck  with  a  night-glass 
gave  a  great  cry  of  alarm.  °  ^  ’ 


“  What  is  it,  Barney!”  asked  Frank,  as  he  sprung  to  the  door. 
“Shure,  sor,  it’s  another  vessel.” 


“  Where  away?" 

“Right  alongside,  sor!" 

Frank  stared  into  the  fog.  For  a  moment  all  wns  obscure. 

Then  he  saw  plainly  the  outlines  of  a  brig.  She  was  standing  ud 
well,  but  going  slow  as  there  was  of  course  little  air  to  move  Tier. 
What  there  was  lifted  the  fog  so  that  she  could  be  seen  only  momeut- 
ar  1  ly. 

Every  sail  was  set  and  she  was  running  alongside  the  almost  station- 
ary  Octofius.  In  fact,  their  speed  at  the  moment  was  about  the  same. 

She  was  distant  about  fifty  yards.  It  was  a  curious  situation  and 
Frank  was  for  a  moment  alarmed. 


As  no  hail  had  come  from  her,  it  would  seem  that  her  crew  knew 
nothing  of  the  nearness  of  the  submarine  boat.  The  peril  lay  iu  the 
fact  that  she  might  at  any  moment  change  her  course. 

Frank  waited  no  longer.  Making  a  trumpet  with  his  hands  he 
shouted: 

“  Brig  ahoy!” 


There  was  a  sudden  murmur  of  distant  voices,  the  sound  of  a  creak¬ 
ing  wheel  and  groaning  blocks,  and  then  an  answer  came  back: 

“Ahoy!” 

“  Keep  a  straight  course  or  you  will  be  into  us!  Do  yon  see  us?” 

“By  ther  salt  herrings!”  exclaimed  a  voice  on  the  brig’s  deck, 
“  there’s  a  small  steamer  ofl  our  port  side!  Ahoy,  stranger!  What 
vessel  is  yonrs?” 

“The  submarine  boat,  Octopus,  bound  for  Gibraltar  and  the  Medit¬ 
erranean.  What  ship  is  yours?” 

“The  Hester  May,  of  Gloucester,  bound  for  Fayal!” 

“Pretty  heavy  fog!" 

“  Yes.  We  are  keeping  all  the  lookout  we  can.  We  don’t  fear  ves¬ 
sels  of  our  own  kind;  but  those  ocean  greyhounds  are  our  deadly  ene¬ 
mies.” 

“  You  are  right.  I  hope  you  will  not  encounter  one.” 

“Thanks  to  ye,  skipper.  I'll  bear  a  bit  more  to  windward  to  get 
free  from  you.  Best  respects,  sir!” 

“  Au  revoir?”  replied  Frank. 

The  schooner  sank  into  the  fog.  Then  a  fearful  sound  burst  upon 
the  hearing  of  all. 


It  was  like  a  hoarse  bray  from  the  depths  of  Hades.  A  strange, 
unearthly  call  from  the  gloom  comprehensive  to  all.  The  fog  whistle 
of  a  steamer. 

Barney  and  Frank  leaned  far  out  to  see  the  lights  of  the  leviathan 
if  possible.  For  an  instant  it  seemed  as  if  they  were  in  her  path. 

Then  there  followed  an  awful  sickening  crash.  A  hoarse  smothered 
Chorus  of  many  voices  and  the  rush  of  falling  waters. 

“  My  soul!”  cried  Frank;  "  they  have  struck  the  brig!” 

“  Wither  av  Moses!”  gasped  Barney;  “  it’s  all  up  wid  thiml” 

“  Heaven  help  them!”  criod  the  count,  who  had  come  out  on  deck; 
“they  are  doomed  to  an  awful  death!” 

A  faint  glow  of  light  for  a  moment  showed  in  the  fog.  There  was 
a  grating  sound,  the  swirling  of  waters  and  all  was  still. 

Then  a  distant  gong  sounded. 

“They  know  they  have  run  something  down!"  cried  Frank;  “  they 
are  coming  to  a  stop.” 

“  Little  help  they  will  be  able  to  give  the  poor  souls  by  the  time 
they  get  here,”  said  Potolski. 

Frank  was  pule,  but  very  determined. 

“  It  bohooveB  ub  to  save  whom  wo  can,”  he  cried.  “  Bear  the  Oc¬ 
topus  oil  to  starboard,  Barney.  Some  of  them  may  be  in  the 
water.” 

“  All  roight,  sor!” 

Then  Frank  and  the  count  raised  their  voices,  shouting  to  any  pos¬ 
sible  survivors  of  the  ill-fated  brig,  and  their  cries  were  soon  an¬ 
swered. 

For  there  were  survivors.  Hoarse  cries  for  help  were  heard. 

A  moment  later  the  submarine  boat  came  upon  wreckage  to 
which  were  clinging  three  men.  They  were  quickly  drawn  aboard  the 
Octopus. 

One  of  them  was  an  old  gray-bearded  skipper,  and  the  other  two  of 
the  ordinary  seamen  type.  They  were  bedraggled  and  much  ex¬ 
hausted. 

Pomp  hastened  into  the  cabin,  where  lie  gave  them  whisky  ns  a  re. 
sloraiive.  The  Octopus  cruised  about  for  Borne  while  looking  for 

other  survivors. 


But  there  were  none, 
vived. 


Three  alone  of  the  brig’s  crew  had  sur- 


CHAPTER  III. 


—  - 

of  the  crew!111  “  °DCe  l°  b°m°an  tUe  lo8s  of  their  ves8el  an«.the  rest 

““  "*'>• 

“  Then  there  were  fifteeu  in  your  crew?’’  asked  Fiank 
Ay,  male!”  replied  the  skipper. 

“  Don’t  despair.  There  may  be  other  survivors, 
steamer  picked  up  some.” 

But  the  skipper  shook  his  head. 

“  Don’t  ye  believe  it,  mate.  She  never  does  that, 
down  too  quick.  To  be  sure  we  are  insured,  but  I  can 
the  Hester  May!” 

“  Then  you  owned  her?” 

“  Ay,  mate,  she  was  the  apple  of  my  eye.  Asking  your  pardon  sir 
1  am  Ben  Bunce,  captain  of  the  lost  brig,  sir.  Gloucester  is  my 
home.  1 


Perhaps  the 

The  brig  went 
never  replace 


“  1  am  glad  to  meet  you,  Mr.  Bunce,  but  not  under  such  circum¬ 
stances.  I  trust  you  may  recoup  your  loss.” 

“  ^ thank  ’ee,  sir.  These  are  two  of  my  mates.  Lee  Jones  and  Jim 
Olson.  I  reckon  we’re  thrown  upon  ye,  skipper.  What  is  your  port?” 

“  Any  port  in  the  Azores.” 

“  Ah,  Terceira  would  do  me.  I  have  a  good  friend  there _ ” 

“We  will  put  in  at  Terceira,  sir,  or  do  anything  else  to  help  you. 
I  hope  you  will  keep  up  good  spirits.” 

“  Thank  ’ee,  sir!” 

Frank  and  Potolski  went  out  again  on  deck.  As  they  did  so,  a  bell 
clanged  in  the  fog  near  at  hand,  and  a  stentorian  voice  shouted: 

“  Ahoy!  Are  there  any  survivors?” 

“  Ahoy  the  steamer,”  replied  Frank. 

“  Ahoy!  What  craft  are  you!” 

“  The  submarine  boat  Octopus,  bound  for  Gibraltar.  What  steamer 
are  you?” 

“  The  Iron  City  of  New  York.  We  are  westward  bound,  and  struck 
some  sort  of  sailing  vessel  in  the  fog.” 

“  Aye,  aye,”  replied  Frank.  “  We  have  three  of  the  survivors  al¬ 
ready  aboard.” 

“  Oh,  ye  have  ?”  came  eagerly. 

“  Yes,  the  rest  are  probably  drowned,  and  the  brig  is  at  the  bottom 
of  the  sea.” 

“  A  terrible  pity  !  Lay  to  easy  and  we’ll  send  a  boat  aboard. 

“  Aye,  aye  !” 

“  I  must  say  they  are  more  humane  than  the  majority  of  steamer 
people,”  declared  Count  Potolski,  “  they  will  no  doubt  offer  succor  to 
the  unfortunate  men  !" 

“  I  have  no  doubt,”  replied  Frank.  “  As  they  are  homeward  bound 
perhaps  Captain  Bunce  will  prefer  to  go  with  them.” 

Frank  went  down  into  the  cabin  and  communicated  the  facts  to  the 
rescued  men.  Of  course  they  at  once  embraced  the  opportunity  to 
return  direct  to  New  York. 

In  a  few  moments  the  Iron  City’s  boat  was  alongside  and  two  of  her 
officers  with  a  surgeon  sprung  aboard.  He  quickly  dressed  the  few 
cuts  the  seamen  had  received,  and  then  Captain  Warden,  for  he  was 
one  of  the  officers,  said: 

“  Of  course  I  regret  the  affair  as  much  as  anybody,  but  such  ac¬ 
cidents  are  unavoidable.” 

“  Until  such  time  as  you  steamer  captains  will  desist  from  run¬ 
ning  at  full  speed  in  a  fog,"  said  Potolski. 

Captain  Warden  Uushed. 

“  We  have  our  orders,”  he  said. 

“Well,  they  are  inhuman  orders,”  said  the  count,  vigorously;  “in 
this  case  they  have  cost  a  dozen  lives  and  a  fine  brig.” 

TLo  captain  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“  We  will  do  all  in  our  power  to  atone  for  the  mishap,”  he  said. 

“  Will  you  gentlemen  care  to  return  to  New  York  with  us!” 

It  was  finally  decided  by  the  survivors  of  the  wreck  that  they  would 
do  this.  So  they  thanked  Frank  and  his  companions  and  went  aboard 
the  steamer. 

The  steamer  dropped  away  into  the  fog  and  went  on  her  course. 
Once  more  the  Octopuc  was  alone  in  the  dense  gloom. 

Frank  shrugged  hie  ohouldorc  and  said: 

“  Ugh!  I  am  glad  that  leviathan  did  not  strike  us.  Let  us  go  into 
the  cabin  and  travel  under  water  until  this  fog  lifts.  Are  you  agree¬ 
able?” 

"  Indeed  I  ant,”  agreed  tho  count,  “this  risk  is  certainly  very  great. 
The  fog  should  lift  In  ton  or  twelve  hours." 

“Exactly,  and  then  wo  can  return  to  the  surface.” 

So  Frank  pressed  a  button  which  hermetically  sealed  all  the  doors 
and  windows;  then  he  opened  the  tank,  and  the  Octopus  at  once 
plunged  boneath  the  surfaco. 

Frank  descended  a  hundred  feet  which  did  not  revonl  the  bottom  cf 
the  sea.  Indeed,  at  this  point  it  might  have  been  half  a  mile  deep. 

The  Octopus  kept  on  her  underwater  course  (or  some  hours.  When 
sho  finally  came  to  the  surface  again  tho  sea  was  clear  of  fog,  aud  the 
sun  wns  shining  brightly. 

Note  sail  was  In  sight  anywhere;  increase  of  speed  now  became 
possible. 
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No  other  incident  worthy  oi  record  ocoarred^until  Hie  Octopus  r«ach- 
od  the  Azores,  llere  a  brief  stop  was  made  at  l'erceira  to  take  on 
water  and  a  few  supplies. 

The  people  of  the  little  Portuguese  town  crowded  down  to  the  water¬ 
side  to  get  a  look  at  the  Yankee  invention.  It  was  nu  object  of  much 
wonderment  to  them. 

But  the  Octopus  did  not  remain  long  at  Terceira.  Soon  alio  was  on 
her  way  to  Gibraltar. 

In  dne  lime  she  passed  through  the  famous  strai'.s  and  entered  the 
Mediterranean  Sea.  The  stormiest  aud  roughest  part  of  the  journey 
had  been  made. 

Taking  all  things  into  consideration,  thus  far  the  Octopus  had 
made  a  very  fast  trip  for  a  vessel  of  her  size.  Barely  two  weeks  had 
elapsed  since  leaving  New  York. 

In  the  Mediterranean  new  scenes  and  types  of  vessels  were  encoun¬ 
tered.  Count  Potolski  sat  on  deck  and  enjoyed  the  scene  intensely. 

Along  the  coast  or  Algierc  the  submarine  bonl  proceeded  until  the 
Islaud  of  Sicily  showed  one  morning  on  her  port  bow.  No  stop  was 
made  hare,  though  they  sailed  near  enough  to  the  island  to  hail  auy 
one  on  shore. 

There  was  now  a  long  run  across  a  wide  stretch  of  sea  to  the  south¬ 
ern  capes  of  Greece.  Then  the  Octopus  entered  the  great  Archipel¬ 
ago. 

Winding  her  way  among  these  beautiful  isles,  so  famed  in  story  and 
history,  she  approached  the  mouth  of  the  Dardanelles. 

This  long  ami  narrow  strait,  leading  into  the  Sea  of  Marmora,  is  the 
gateway  to  Constantinople  and  the  domains  of  the  Sultan  of  Turkey. 

Warships  are  not  permitted  to  pass  the  Dardanelles  and  for  a  time 
the  Octopus  was  regarded  with  suspicion  as  she  resembled  an  Amer¬ 
ican  monitor  very  strongly.  But  dually  Count  Potolski  secured  the 
necessary  permission  aud  the  submarine  boat  eutered  the  famous 
strait. 


On  either  side  great  guns  frowned  upon  the  passing  ships.  At  a 
word  from  the  commandants  ol  the  Turkish  forts  no  vessel  could  have 
lived  in  that  narrow  pass. 

To  be  sure  the  Octopus  could  have  bidden  dedance  to  the  Turks  and 
made  a  submarine  passage  of  the  Dardanelles.  But  sucli  a  move 
would  have  angered  the  Turkish  government  and  been  coupled  with 
some  risk  as  torpedoes  were  placed  everywhere  in  the  straits. 

So  Frank  decided  that  it  would  be  much  safer  to  obtain  permission 
and  it  proved  that  he  was  right.  Twice  in  the  Sea  of  Marmora  he  was 
obliged  to  lay  to  while  captains  of  Turkish  guuboats  hoarded  the  Oc¬ 
topus. 

But  they  suffered  the  voyagers  to  pass  unmolested  when  confronted 
with  the  Sultan’s  signature.  And  now  they  drew  near  Constanti¬ 
nople  and  the  Bosphorus,  the  channel  leading  into  the  Black  Sea. 

This  was  the  last  difficult  point  to  pass. 

After  much  trouble  and  red  tape  by  the  Turkish  authorities,  the 
voyagers  finally  made  the  necessary  passage  of  the  Bosphorus,  aud  at 
last  entered  the  Black  Sea. 

Count  Potolski  delighted. 

“  The  last  obstacle  is  overcome!”  he  cried.  “  Success  now  waits 
upon  us.” 

“  I  hope  so!”  said  Frank. 


“  I  know  it.  We  have  only  the  cataracts  of  the  Dneiper  to  pass, 
and  I  know  a  channel  by  which  that  can  be  done!” 

All  speed  was  put  on,  and  soon  they  were  far  out  into  the  Black 
Sea.  Strange  looking  vessels  were  encountered. 

Most  of  these  were  of  an  outlandish  and  ancient  type,  unlike  those 
of  the  Mediterranean.  Picturesque  they  were  indeed,  but  Barney  re- 
marked: 


“  Sbure,  there’s  nothing  loike  a  good  American  stheamer  afther  all, 
I’d  niver  risk  me  loife  I  thim  hurdy-gnrdys,  yez  kin  bet.” 

‘‘Golly!  I  don’t  blame  yo’ honey!”  agreed  Pomp;  “deyamwuss 
dan  a  gnm  canoe.  Suah  null,  gemmens!” 

Potolski  laoghud  at  this. 

“  There  is  hardly  such  progress  In  this  part  of  the  world  as  in  free 
America,”  he  said.  “  In  your  land  no  despot  has  his  foot  upon  your 
necks!” 

“  BejaberB,  phwy  don’t  the  people  rise  up  an’  foighl  for  their  lib¬ 
erty?”  asked  Barney. 

“The  same  question  might  apply  to  your  native  isle,”  said  the 
count.  “  Why  don’t  you  rise  up  and  throw  off  the  English  yoke?" 

“  Bejabers,  we  can’t!” 


“  Just  so!  And  that  is  what  is  the  trouble  with  these  poor  wretches 
The  first  poor  devil  who  daresto  incite  an  uprising,  is  instantly  seizec 
and  empaled  on  a  stake  or  flayed  alive.  Some  horrible  example  kill: 
the  courage  o(  the  others.” 

.K,'<??'Tlyuimirther'”  8hivere‘l  Barney,  “I  don’t  wondher  thin  tha 
tne ■ ‘-often  has  to  have  a  bodyguard  go  wid  him  ivervwhere.  Bad  ces: 
to  the  whole  av  thim.  There’s  no  land  loike  free  Aineriky!” 

You  are  right,  agreed  Potolski,  “and  if  lean  recover  from  tin 
Black  Lagoon  the  treasures  of  Makhnova,  the  homo-town  of  my  an 
«**»•«  8hal1  ™' ire  to  America  and  found  a  colony  of  my  country 

™  *twDder  ;  °Ur  fla”  lhe)'  can  e"M  liberties  and  blessings,  such  a; 
no  other  country  on  earth  knows!” 


said  Frank**  l>M  °P<m  arm8  for  the  unfortunate  and  the  oppressed 

snah^hirh^af'  n?r'H;<1  th.e  C0l,n;.  “ and  It  is  a  merciful  thing  th 
yonder?”  f  ^  0X1818  °"  oarth’  HoiSbo!  What  is  that  o 

f1,1  ®y®8  we,re  ‘“rued  in  the  direction  indicated,  and  all  saw  a  pec 
ltar  looking  sloop  winch  was  culling  across  their  course.  ' 


She  carried  the  Russian  flag  and  ut  her  open  ports  the  muzzles  of 
guns  could  he  seen. 

“  A  Russian  corvette!”  exclaimed  the  count,  in  something  like  dis¬ 
may.  “Oh,  do  not  let  them  hoard  us!  The  Russian  officials  are 
harder  lo  deal  with  than  those  of  Turkey.  It  is  hard  indeed  to  explain 
matters  to  them.” 

Frank  nt  once  sprung  to  the  wheel.  He  pressed  on  all  speed  and 
the  Octopus  fairly  flew  through  the  wuter.  But  ilia  corvette  was  also 
a  fast  boat. 

Sudueuly  a  flash  of  smoke  and  flame  came  from  her  side  and  a  shot 
hissed  across  the  Octopus'  bow. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

OUTWITTING  THE  RUSSIANS. 

It  was  very  evident  that  the  Russians  meant  business.  This  sum¬ 
mons  to  heave  to  was  a  peremptory  oue. 

Frank  frowned,  and  said: 

“Such  things  are  permitted  only  in  time  of  war.  Can’t  they  see 
that  we  fly  Lite  American  flag,  and  are  at  peace  with  their  nation?” 

“  The  Russian  strikes  first  and  explains  afterward,"  declared  Potol¬ 
ski.  “  The  unfortunate  thing  is  that  we  are  within  range  of  their 
guns.” 

“What!”  exclaimed  Frank,  in  amazement;  “do  you  think  they 
would  dare  to  sink  us?" 

“  Certainly,  if  yon  do  not  heed  their  request.” 

“  Ttie  scoundrels!’’  exclaimed  Frank,  angrily;  “they  have  no  right 
to  interfere  with  us  anyway." 

“  That  may  be,  but  they  don’t  think  aB  you  do.  Keep  your  eyes 
open ;  don't  let  them  hoard  us.” 

“  But  what  Bliall  I  do?”  exclaimed  the  young  inventor.  “  If  I  heave 
to  they  will  board  us.  If  I  keep  on  they  will  open  lire  and  siok  us.” 

For  a  moment  only  the  young  inventor  hesitated. 

Then  lie  reversed  the  electric  engines  and  drought  the  boat  slowly 
about.  Potolski  looked  aghast  and  Barney  cried: 

“Shure,  Misther  Frank,  will  yez  surrender  to  thim  ?” 

“Not  a  bit!”  replied  Frank. 

“  But — ”  began  Potolski. 

“  Have  no  fearl!”  said  the  young  inventor.  “I  know  what  lam 
doing.  I  think  I  can  handle  these  people  all  right.” 

Pomp  came  lo  the  cabin  door  with  open  mouth  watching  the  course 
of  events.  But  nothing  more  was  said. 

The  Russian  vessel  came  up  rapidly.  When  within  bailing  distance 
the  call  came  in  the  Russian  tongue: 

“  What  craft  are  you  ?” 

“  I  will  answer,”  said  Potolski,  who  of  course  knew  the  Russian 
tongue.  “  Give  me  the  words,  Mr.  Reade.” 

“  The  Octopus,  submarine  boat  from  the  U.  S.  of  America!”  answer¬ 
ed  Potolski. 

“  Where  are  yon  bound  t" 

“  We  are  cruising  for  pleasure  in  the  Black  Sea,”  was  Potolski’s 
reply,  which  was  literally  correct. 

“  Lower  your  gangway  for  we  shall  board'  you  and  examine  your 
papers,”  was  the  insolent  reply;  “  if  you  are  not  what  you  claim,  the 
Russian  government  holds  yon  under  arrest.” 

“  You  will  board  us  at  your  peril!”  replied  Frank  through  Potolski. 
*’  We  refuse  to  allow  such  an  outrage.  We  are  under  the  protection 
of  the  U.  S.  flag  and  it  is  respected  by  all  nations  with  which  it  is  at 
peace!" 

A  jeering  laugh  came  back. 

“You  are  a  good  ways  from  the  United  States,"  was  the  reply 
“  Russia  protects  its  own  waters  and  claims  the  right  to  investigate 
and  if  necessary  to  confiscate  any  suspicious  craft.” 

“  For  the  love  of  Heaven  do  not  let  thorn  come  aboard,”  pleaded 
Potolski.  • 

“  Trust  me  for  that,"  said  Frank,  grimly. 

“  What  will  yon  do?" 

“  Keep  yonr  eyes  open,”  then  he  repeated  to  the  interpreter- 

“  We  positively  refuse  to  allow  you  to  hoard  us.  You  will'  inter¬ 
fere  with  us  further  at  your  peril!" 

r.mlTben..Wv  n?W  y?u  out.of  1,16  waterl”  declared  the  Russian 
officer.  Yon  shall  have  four  minutes  in  which  to  lower  your  gang- 

,1  i“tE,n0Ufhi”,  8aid  ,Frank  *°',is  companions.  “  These  rascals  are  too 
thick-headed  to  nndersiand  international  law,  and  it  is  useless  to  at- 
tempt  to  fight,  them,  for  we  have  no  guns.  Our  only  method  there- 
fore,  is  to  outwit  them.  Into  the  cabin,  all  of  you'”  J  ’  lDere 

The  command  was  instantly  obeyed. 

Frank  saw  that  the  Russian  gunners  had  their  pieces  trained  Tl 
was  evjdent  that  they  were  in  earnest.  There  was  „d  time  to  ?0se 

Frank  made^nsweT  8t°0d  °0  the  bndg0  Wilh  hl3  walch  tls  hand. 

“In  four  minutes  I  will  give  you  mv  answer  " 

„f,r  tsssaseasi  tz>zv,ru-  «• 

“  Alii  I  had  forgotteu,”  lie  said.  — 
going  down!” 

“  Yes!” 

The  next  moment  the  Octopus  <»ave  a 
like  a  hag  of  shot.  Tho  Russians  .ntLfnl  1  °?"e  an<l  we»t  down 
amazement,  F  QBo  *°  *,  ie  ratl  of  their  vessel  in 


“  You  will  give  them  the  slip  by 
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The  sadden  sinking  of  the  vessel  was  to  them  a  startling  thin". 
They  did  not  understand  that  it  was  a  submarine  boat. 

They  believed  that  the  Octopus  had  suddenly  broken  herself  in  some 
way,  or  had  split  so  that  she  had  instantly  gone  down  to  rise  no 
more. 

Consequently  they  sailed  away,  satisfied  that  they  had  rid  themselves 
of  a  deadly  foe. 

The  Octopus  went  to  the  bottom  and  there  rested  upon  a  bed  of 
white  sand.  All  about  were  strauge  submarine  growths  and  forma¬ 
tions.  To  Potolski  it  was  a  new  and  wonderful  scene. 

The  electric  lights  lit  up  the  vicinity.  Myriads  of  lish  came  swim¬ 
ming  past  the  plate  glass  windows  and  great,  waviug  plants  hung 
over  the  deck. 

The  count  hung  at  the  observation  window  taking  in  the  scene  with 
interest. 

“  Ah!”  he  exclaimed;  “this  easily  solves  the  problem  of  getting  at 
the  depths  of  the  Black  Lagoon.  I  am  sure  to  recover  the  treasures 
of  my  ancestors.  Ah,  what  is  that!” 

He  gave  a  great  start  and  stared  at  a  distant  huge  object  some  yards 
away.  Its  outlines  were  those  of  a  large  sunken  vessel. 

“A  sunken  ship,  sor,”  declared  Barney;  “  there’s  many  in  the  say.” 
“Mercy  on  us!”  exclaimed  the  count;  “doubtless  some  poor  souls 
went  down  with  it.” 

“  Yis,  sor.” 

“  What  can  have  been  the  story  of  its  loss?  Ah,  the  sea  bolds  many 
a  tragedy,  many  a  sorrow.  She  looks  as  if  many  years  had  passed 
since  she  sailed  on  the  surface.” 

Frank  turned  the  search-light  upon  her. 

“She  is  an  old  timer,”  he  said;  “  to  all  appearances  she  has  beon 
under  water  fifty  years  or  more.  She  is  a  type  of  the  ancient  Turkish 
galley.” 

“Ugh!”  exclaimed  Potolski;  “perhaps  some  of  my  own  country¬ 
men,  made  slaves  by  the  Turks,  have  worked  at  those  long  ours.  I 
cannot  help  a  shiver.” 

“  Yes,”  cried  Frank,  “  the  poor  slaves  perished  with  the  galley. 
Doubtless  it  was  in  a  sea  fight.  You  can  see  their  skeletons  in  the  gal¬ 
ley  now!” 

This  was  true.  A  long  line  of  white  skeletons  extended  along  the 
rotten  galley  in  which  they  had  sat  while  plying  the  oars.  It  was  a 
sickening  spectacle. 

“  Enough  for  me,”  said  Potolski,  turning  away.  “  I  am  glad  that 
the  days  of  barbarism  are  passing.” 

“  Yet  it  was  you  Poles,  in  the  old  days  of  Polish  freedom,  who 
fought  the  barbarous  Cossacks  and  Tartars  in  the  Ukraine,  until  they 
were  half  exterminated,”  said  Frank. 

“  That  is  true.  The  fame  of  our  Polish  hussars,  men  of  blood  and 
iron,  yet  clings  to  our  nation,”  agreed  Potolski,  “  but  the  old  spirit  is 
dead.  The  Pole  of  to-day  is  not  a  warrior!” 

Some  hours  passed  ere  Frank  ventured  to  return  to  the  surface  with 
the  Octopus. 

Then,  to  the  relief  of  all,  it  was  seen  that  the  sea  was  clear  of  all 
craft.  The  Russians  were  gone. 

Once  more  the  Octopus  struck  out  across  the  Black  Sea  for  the 
mouth  of  the  Dneiper.  A  straight  course  was  kept  until  one  day  a 
distant  point  of  land  was  sighted. 

“  There  it  is!”  cried  Potolski;  “  that  is  the  Peninsula  of  Tendra.  To 
the  east  is  the  Gulf  of  Perekop.  We  must  round  that  cape  and  shall 
there  enter  a  basin  into  which  flow  conjointly  the  waters  of  the  Dnei¬ 
per  and  the  river  Bug.  To  the  southwest  the  Dneister  empties  itself, 
and  a  little  further  south  are  the  mouths  of  the  Danube.” 

“  The  Black  Sea  receives  the  waters  of  the  largest  rivers  in  Europe," 
said  Frank. 

“  Do  not  forget  the  Volga  which  empties  into  the  Caspian  Sea.  That 
is  the  largest  of  all.” 

“  But  the  river  Don - ” 

“  it  is  true  that  the  Black  Sea  receives  the  Don.  On  the  whole  most 
of  the  streams  of  southern  Europe  empty  into  the  Black  Sen.  But  can 
you  explain  why  the  Caspian  Sea,  with  no  outlet  can  receive  so  many 
rivers?” 

“  It  is  strange  indeed,”  agreed  Frank.  “  There  are  some  things  in 
nature  which  baflle  explanation.” 

“  That  is  very  true!” 

“  Yet  may  it  not  be  possible  that  there  is  an  underground  outlet 
to  the  Caspian  Sea,  by  moans  of  which  its  waters  Uow  into  the  Black 
Sea!” 

Potolski  Bhook  Ida  head. 

“  Impossible!”  he  said. 

“  Why?” 

“  A  very  Btrong  reason.  Tho  waters  of  the  Caspian  Sea  are  olghty- 
8ix  feet  below  those  of  the  Black  Sea.” 

“That  settles  it!”  exclaimed  Frank;  “if  there  is  a  subterranean 
outlet,  it  must  be  in  some  other  direction." 

Rapidly  now  the  submarine  boat  approached  the  peninsula  of  Ten¬ 
dril.  Far  to  tho  west  on  tho  coutn  the  spires  of  a  city  were  Beon. 

“  Odessa!"  declared  Potolski.  “  An  old  and  historic  town.  Every 
foot  of  the  region  about  is  associated  with  ancient  history.  Many 
battles  have  been  fought  within  a  radius  of  a  few  hundred  miles.” 

“  Not  the  least  of  which  were  the  battles  of  tho  Crimea!” 

“  Yon  are  right.” 

•  The  submarine  boat  speedily  rounded  the  peninsula  and  entered  tho 
placid  basin  into  which  the  Dneiper  emptied.  Soon  the  mouth  or  the 
great  river  was  seen  far  to  tho  north. 

Before  darkness  came  the  Octopus  entered  the  river  and  began  to 


When  night  did  shut  down  they  were  far 


stem  its  strong  current, 
from  the  Black  Sea. 

1 hey  passed  the  important  town  Jof  Kherson  and  soon  made  Berislov. 
tim  cataracts a^8  l*'ei  pil8lleci  aSain8t  the  current  and  finally  reached 

Wilder  scenery  the  voyagers  had  never  seen.  The  passes  through 
which  ran  the  mad  cataracts  were  high  aud  frowning.  The  thunder 
of  the  waters  shook  the  earth. 

Many  a  strong-hearted  man  might  have  been  pardoned  a  sense  of 
tear  of  hose  raging  waters.  But  Potolski  soon  found  the  channel  by 
which  they  were  passable. 

After  much  effort  the  Octopus  passed  up  the  rapids  and  soon  wa3 
again  in  smooth  water.  The  balance  of  the  trip  was  soon  over. 

The  month  of  the  lagoon  was  soon  reached.  The  Octopus  passed 
between  high  banks  o!  earth  and  stone  and  sailed  into  the  great  dark 
expause.  The  Black  Lagoon  was  rightly  named. 


CHAPTER  V. 


IN  TI1E  BLACK  LAGOON. 


It  was  indeed  a  Black  Lagoon  of  the  blackest  kind.  The  water,  in 
its  stillness,  seemed  almost  stagnant. 

Barney  let  down  a  line,  and  found  that  the  bottom  was  far  away. 

“  Bejabers!”  he  cried,  “  there's  a  lot  av  watber  in  this  place,  to  be 
shure!” 

“  You  are  right!”  declared  the  count.  “  I  doubt  if  it  is  anywhere 
less  than  one  hundred  feel.” 

The  lagoon  was  of  great  extent.  Indeed,  it  was  a  small  inland 
sea. 

But  its  waters  were  dark,  and  the  heavy  forests  which  bordered  its 
edges  grew  to  the  water’s  edge  and  added  to  its  appearance  of  gloomi¬ 
ness. 

It  would  have  required  no  great  stretch  of  imagination  for  a  super¬ 
stitions  mind  to  have  seen  on  a  dark  night  legions  of  ghosts  and  gris¬ 
ly  forms— the  visions  of  those  who  had  perished  in  such  dreadful  fash¬ 
ion  two  hundred  years  ago. 

The  count  was  very  deeply  impressed.  He  walked  the  deck  or  the 
Octopus  in  a  nervous,  excited  manner.  The  scene  and  the  hour  re¬ 
called  to  him  many  legends  of  the  past. 

Beneath  him,  under  those  dark  waters,  were  the  bones  of  thou¬ 
sands  of  his  ancestors.  There  was  buried  the  wealth  of  a  great 
city,  only  waiting  bis  hand  now  to  be  recovered. 

Already  he  saw  himself  the  possessor  of  a  great  fortune,  the  mag¬ 
nate  of  a  new  and  happy  community  in  the  new  world  of  America. 
He  cculd  hardly  contain  himself  at  that  moment. 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  read  his  mind  like  a  printed  book. 

So  far  as  recovered  treasure  was  concerned,  the  young  inventor 
had  no  interest. 

He  was  wealthy  himself,  and  with  the  submarine  boat  might  have 
explored  the  seas  for  treasure  at  any  time.  He  had  no  use  for  more 
fortune  than  he  now  possessed.  So  the  gold  helii  no  allurement  for 
him. 

He  was  alone  interested  in  the  exploration  and  location  of  the 
sunken  city.  Moreover,  it  was  a  pleusure  to  him  to  be  able  to  as¬ 
sist  Potolski. 

“In  what  part  of  the  lagoon  do  you  reckon  we  will  find  the 
city?”  he  asked  of  the  count. 

The  latter  consulted  a  map. 

"  As  near  as  I  can  reckon  from  this,”  he  said,  “it  rau3t  have  been 
located  just  under  the  brow  of  yonder  high  cliff,  bnt  I  am  not  sure.” 

“  You  think  the  whole  valley  was  inhabited  then!” 

“  Oh,  certainly!  It  was  a  very  productive  and  populous  region.  At 
least  thirty  thousand  people  must  have  perished  in  that  awful  tlood!” 

“  Dreadful”  exclaimed  Frank.  “  Well,  here  we  are  at  last  in  the 
Black  Lagoon!  Why  not  begin  work  at  once!" 

“  I  am  most  anxious." 


“  Very  well.” 

Frank  gave  the  word  and  the  deck  was  cleared.  Then  the  doors  and 
indows  were  hermetically  soaled,  and  the  Octopus  sank  into  the 
spllis  of  the  lagoon. 

Down  she  settled  rapidly. 

Frank  looked  at  the  indicator. 

“  Two  hundred  feet,”  he  said. 

“  Bottom,”  cried  Barney. 

“  Is  It  clenr!”  asked  Frank. 

“  Yis,  sor!” 

“  Let  her  rest  then  !” 

The  Octopus  settled  down  upon  the  bottom.  Frank  went  to  tbe 
jarch-llght  and  sent  its  rnys  in  all  directions. 

Suddenly  the  count  gave  a  great  cry. 

“There  I”  he  shouted,  “do  you  see  it?  Is  not  that  a  wall  or 

^"a  parapet  1"  said  Frank,  “  and  a  gateway.  Tho  wooden  gato  has 
Dtted  away  1" 

“The  entrance  to  the  city?’ 

“  We  shall  soon  see  1" 

The  Octopus  was  now  sonl,  a  hit  nearer  tho  wall.  But  it  at  once  be¬ 
anie  evident  that  It  was  not  I  lie  city  beyond  it. 
instead  It  was  a  house  or  small  castle  of  rock,  with  parapets,  keep 
rid  even  the  remains  of  a  moat  and  bridge. 

“  The  residence  of  some  lord  1"  declared  tho  count.  “beer  there 
lore  once  line  gardens  here.  And  It  was  nil  arranged  with  au  eye  to 

°“  Very  true  1”  agreed  Frank,  “shall  we  explore  tho  place  ?” 
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Tim  count  hesitated. 

■*  Doubtless  there  is  treasure  there,”  he  said,  “  but  I  think  we  will  do 
ns  well  to  push  on  and  reach  the  city.  There  we  shall  tlud  the  treas¬ 
ury,  where  there  will  he  enough  for  all  I” 

Very  well!”  agreed  Frank. 

The  Octopus  begun  now  to  make  its  way  slowly  along  the  bot¬ 
tom.  It  was  not  long  before  the  traces  of  a  highway  were  found. 

And  then  the  ruins  of  other  houses  of  various  types.  For  an  hour 
the  submarine  boat  groped  on  thus. 

Then  suddenly  Barney  cried: 

“  Shure,  sor,  I  kin  seo  tiie  city.  Will  yer  look  yonder!" 

The  count  fell  upon  Ids  knees  and  clasped  his  hands. 

“  That  is  true  enough,”  he  cried.  .  ••  It  is  the  kindness  of  Heaven!  ■ 
The  scene  was  an  interesting  one.  The  high  walls  and  bastions  of 
a  fortifled  city  were  plainly  visible.  There  was  a  great  tower  and  a 

fro  f  I)  nilH  f  h O  i  ftIMl o  mmln  Un  I  l.:« 


gate  and  the  Octopus  made  its  way  to  this. 

A  moment  more  and  the  boat  sailed  iulo  the  street  of  the  city.  The 


scene  baffled  description. 

Though  nearly  two  hundred  years  have  passed,  the  skeletons  of  the 
victims  lay  in  heaps  in  the  broad  streets  of  the  city.  They  wore  in 
the  positions  in  which  the  unfortuuates  had  fallen  when  overtaiien  by 
the  awful  deluge  of  death. 

The  buildings  were  covered  with  silt  and  ncquatic  growth,  and  in 
some  places  had  yielded  to  the  influence  of  the  water.  But  they  were 
yet  iu  a  remarkable  state  of  preservation. 

The  long  rows  of  antique  houses  were  broken  linaliy  into  a  wide 
square,  and  here  were  the  public  build'ngs  of  the  city. 

Here  was  the  government  house,  the  palace  of  the  governor,  and  the 
other  buildings  of  a  public  character.  Somowhere  amoug  them  was 
the  treasury  and  the  banks  of  the  town. 

Of  course  the  only  way  to  unearth  these  was  to  attempt  careful  ex- 
ploration.  The  count  was  eager  to  begin. 

So  the  submarine  boat  was  allowed  to  rest  on  the  bottom,  or  the 
paving  of  the  thoroughfare.  Then  Frank  made  preparations  for  leav- 
ing  the  cabin* 

He  brought  up  a  couple  of  diving  suits  of  his  own  invention.  These 
required  neither  life  line  nor  air  pump. 

The  best  of  air  was  furnished  the  helmet  by  means  of  a  chemical 
generator  carried  on  the  diver’s  back.  This  enabled  the  diver  to  re¬ 
main  under  water  an  indefinite  period  at  almost  any  depth 

•JSSSOSf1"1,  “  “ co"1  •  *■  «“«•  - 

>■»  -  *  -»»• 

“  Pshaw!”  said  Frank;  “it  was  a  simple  matter  ” 

They  speedily  donned  the  helmets,  and  then  Fraok  gave  his  direc¬ 
tions  to  Barney  and  Pomp.  “  unec 

Then  he  stepped  into  the  vestibule,  leading  to  the  deck,  followed  bv 
the  count.  Closing  the  cabin  door  hermetically,  Frank  turned  a  valve 
which  flooded  the  vestibule  with  water. 

Then  opening  the  outer  door  the  divers  walked  boldly  out  on  deck 
For  a  moment  the  count  who  was  unused  to  such  an  experience  was 
pressure*11  W6ak’  BUt  U  t6r  8°me  momeuts  tie  Srew  accustomed  to  the 

It  was  not  possible  to  travel  very  fast  under  water.  But  they  made 
their  way  slowly  across  the  square.  y 

Barney  kept  the  search-light  upon  them  until  they  ascended  the 
stone  steps  and  entered  one  of  the  public  buildings  1 

whTJTf.  War  np°n  ?,ch  he'm0t  »  8mal1  Metric  light,  by  means  of 

the  way  intoHie  building?  ^  W*y  Wb<m  iD  a  dark  place-  '  Fra'*k  <8d 
The  scene  was  a  ghastly  one. 

ingameetfnn-16  fl°°li  had  8W0pt  down  W,’iIe  tbe  cily  coancil  wns  hold- 

WbiUntrfTJf.  fr6at  bencheS  of  etone  and  t|je  remains  of  a  rostrum. 

>v  nitened  skeletons  were  acatiered  everywhere. 

t W89  »  scene  of  fearful  desolation  and  death.  Little  waB  left  but 

lock' ?nnbllng  b°ne.9-  Here  an“  lbere  1,10  rn9ted 
lock  nn  or  a  sword  were  the  only  tangible  objects  existing. 

*,0Bt  1  ,e  council  chamber  the  two  divers  roamed  A  few  coins  of 
nvingWownere.nd  am°DS  tb8  skeleton8’  doobtle88  °»co  pocket  pieces  of 

wanVv?r?he°R^1ayL-»r-rst  b<i  f°"n(!:  8aV8  a  metal  tablfit  set  '»  the 

an  inscription  fflLatim  ’  Wh'Ch  b°re  Ul8  an"8  0f  Polalld  and 

heJni  the  uni0  of  the  bur8tinZ  of  the  flood,  there  mast  have  been 
the  fV.m  parchmf"t  and  hooks  piled  on  these  benches  with  records  of 
the  Commonwealth  and  the  city.  But  these  had  all  became  a  thing  o{ 

larg'?hall  witUhrow^?,rsbifieriWa8  1°°?  explor0d-  Then  ‘hey  entered  a 
and  books  of  the  -overnmen?  bh  T*  bav0  once  beld  the  archives 
Only  moldprin^hP-maTf6 kV  Lha )  Perifll,e(1  «n  the  rock  of  timo. 

“v “*  *“io» »' 

w«M  bid  fallen  from 

From  one  room  to  another^  ,  W“8  s,lllicient  to  displace  it. 

came  to  the  sacred  chanel  where  0X|,  or,0r3  wandered.  Then  they 
prayer.  P®1  wbere  0DCe  lbe  city  fathers  had  knelt  in 

with  run?  Bnt'ufe  "gr^alclms  o^thfn^e linff  tb.0n"'1  half  consumed 
the  floor  knee  deep  in  silt  °f  lbe  naTe  were  banS  with  filth,  and 

It  had  been  more  than  two  hnndred  years  since  service  was  held  in 


that  houso  of  prayer.  It  was  safe  to  Buy  that  it  never  would  know  such 
a  thing  itgnin. 

But  llie  divers  now  passed  Into  the  next  building. 

This  was  undoubtedly  tin,  city  urinory.  There  were  stands  of  arms 
and  rusted  cannon  of  an  antique  pattern,  hut  the  owners  were  dust 
long  since. 

Then  they  crept  through  a  court-yard  and  entered  yet  another  pub¬ 
lic  building.  The  doors  of  this  wore  of  steel. 

But  they  were  so  rusted  that  a  hole  was  easily  battered  In  them 
and  the  divers  crept  through. 

They  were  in  the  entrance  to  deep  stone  vaults.  On  either  side  were 
doors  of  steel  leading  into  chambers  arched  with  stone. 

Count  Potolski  could  not  restrain  himself,  and  placing  his  helmet 
close  to  Frank’s,  he  shouted : 

“  These  are  the  treasure  vaults  without  doubt.  Now,  we  shall  see 
their  contents.  At  last,  at  last!’’ 

With  which  Potolski  pushed  his  way  into  the  nearest  chamber. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


recovering  tiie  treasure. 

Tiie  spectacle  which  met  the  count's  gaze  was  a  disappointing  one. 
f  here  were  no  chests  of  treasure  nor  heaps  of  gold  coin.  Onlv  a 
mass  of  rubbish,  that  was  all.  1 

thfrnKMa\8!'00Ped  aD,d  examined  this.  As  near  as  be  could  judge, 
the  rubbish  bad  once  been  paper  and  the  remains  of  wooden  shelves. 

1  hen  he  guessed  the  truth.  This  vault  had  undoubtedly  been  used 
as  a  storage  place  for  valuable  government  archives. 

Satisfied  of  this  he  tnrned,  and  with  Frank  entered  the  next  cham- 

^nged  arante°rvllsa  Uarr°W-  AS“i,,8t  U‘e  Wa“  Were  8l0ne  baBins 
In  these  were  what  had  once  been  bags  of  some  tough  material. 
Tnis  bad  rotted,  and  falling  apart,  the  contents  lay  in  the  basins. 

Yellow  shining  gold  coins,  ducats  and  roubles  of  Russia  and  Poland 
Mighty  was  the  treasure  thug  revealed. 

Potolski  picked  up  some  of  tiie  coins  and  examined  them.  They 

ha?L^sliglft  acytioar.ni8hed'  G°ld  18  lhe  000  meU‘  Dp0D  which  waler 
i„nlfil.laBt— at  la8C.’”  be  r?utt?red>  “  ^  is  my  rightful  own,  for  it  be- 
fai'r’Amm  i'ca  ,aDCa8t0rB’  ^  wil1  bUy  me  U  dukedom>  but  *l  shall  be  in 
Frank  now  put  his  helmet  against  Potolski's  and  shouted- 
aboa^0U.etoatopus.’’aVe  (°UDd  ^  g°‘d’  tbe  next  thing  ,8  to  get  it 
“  You  are  right,”  replied  Potolski;  “  let  us  lose  no  time.” 

“•  ““ 1  eu  b""j 

“  All  right!” 

Each  had  provided  himself  with  a  leathern  bag  before  leaving  the 
Octopus.  These  they  now  proceeded  to  fill  with  the  gold  coins  g 

boil  a  qZ  rJr  'w????’?®  ,°U  ,t,belr  way  bnck  t0  the  submarine 
rhvwK  ®  Ce  1  wa8,on  tb,e  iookout  for  them  with  the  electric  li^ht 
Clambering  over  the  rail,  they  entered  the  vestibule.  Frank  press'ed 
tUever  which  expelled  the  water  in  the  vestibule  by  pneumatic  press- 

sigTiTo"  tthheey|onrd  tUe  CabiD‘  BarDe)'  aDd  P°mp  were  a8touished  at 

‘,tbat  i8  lhe  ra,e  Bthuff,  to  be 

us‘;Sa^PUed  P0l0l8ki'  exaberant,y-  “Enocg"  to  make 
“  Yez  don’t  say!” 

;;  fs.rsss-.;;1*;?  ssar iu” 
i.  ™ »sgvl';*.,rk  M  ua  ocopu.. 

Many  were  the  trips  made  by  Barney  am!  Pnmn  « .  r  , 

was  hronght  on  board  the  Octopus  it  was  la?e™  in  one  b®  g°'d 

rooms,  which  became  a  literal  treasure  chamber  *  b6  8tUte' 

After  many  hours  or  work  all  of  the  gold  coin  was  , 

t=.  ™„.  t,„ i  J&XE&iSSS 


No  doubt  other  treasiire  existed  in  various  norfc  » 

Bat  the  count  was  satislied.  parts  of  the  buried  city* 


I  an i  haJpy!D0Zft  ns^eave^ the  BlackLago^n  ’’n°r6  1  Ca"  return  for  jt- 

take^Tittl^sThmarine'cruiseabount'101!  ha’veTo'1^ 

“  Oh,  certainly,”  agreed  the  conn  r"^6  80"10  cunosity.” 
Accordingly  the  Octopus  was  raised  a  short  ii!!1JOy  lbfat  myself-” 

?"e7.t.te.r-  “  “»  *"««  o”S.' “ 

7h",”'i^^“nt™™&0CSnrv»K  °Ve’  ttHed  IW“'8B3- 


It  was  a  sickening  spectacle  Ypi 

the  submerged  valley.  Then  he  pressed  a  bimn  |holfart,,Pr  end  or 
boat  rose  to  the  surface.  pressed  a  button  and  the  submarine 


U  was  just  coming  on  dark  and  the  Black  Lagoon  presented 


a  per- 
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THE  BLACK  LAGOON. 


fectly  smooth  expanse,  looking  indeed  like  a  great  black  mirror  set  in 
the  landscape. 

The  Octopus  anchored  in  the  shadow  of  the  lagoon  shore,  and  it  was 
decided  to  wait  until  the  next  day  before  emerging  into  the  Dneiper. 

There  seemed  nothing  left  now  but  to  return  as  quickly  as  possible 
to  the  United  Slates  with  the  gold. 

There  the  count  could  convert  it  into  greenbacks  and  undertake  his 
colonization  scheme  with  a  certainty  of  success. 

The  eight  passed  rapidly.  The  voyagers  were  much  wearied  and 
slept  soundly  until  after  sunrise. 

Frank  was  the  Brat  astir,  and  he  went  on  deck  to  enjoy  the  glorious 
sunlight.  He  paced  the  deck  for  awhile,  until  suddenly  by  chance  he 
had  occasion  to  glance  toward  the  narrow  cut  leading  to  the  current 
of  the  Dneiper. 

He  gave  a  start  and  stared  for  a  moment  somewhat  in  surprise  at 
an  object  which  there  caught  his  gaze. 

It  was  a  blazing  red  object  moving  among  the  rocks.  Soon  other 
objects  were  to  be  descried. 

Frank  opened  his  glass  and  studied  them  for  a  moment. 

“By  Jove!”  he  exclaimed,  “they  are  soldiers'.'’ 

This  was  true. 

A  body  of  soldiers  were  in  the  cut  and  engaged  in  some  sort  of 
work.  Suddenly  Frank  was  electrified  to  see  a  small  launch  sail 
through  the  cut. 

Its  decks  were  alive  with  soldiers.  The  Russian  flag  was  visible. 
They  were  no  doubt  the  Czar’s  troops. 

Frank  stepped  to  the  companion  way  and  shouted: 

“Hello,  Potolski!  Come  up  here,  quick!” 

“ Eh?”  exclaimed  the  count,  as  he  sprung  on  deck.  “What  is  the 
matter?” 

“  Look  yonder?  What  do  you  make  of  that?" 

The  count  rubbed  his  eyes  and  looked  again  and  again.  His  usually 
dark  face  was  fairly  livid. 

“Sucre!’’  he  exclaimed  in  French,  “it  is  the  devils  of  the  Czar! 
What  are  they  doing  here?” 

“  What?”  asked  Frank  in  return. 

“  Perdition!  do  yon  think  they  are  after  us?" 

“  It  looks  bad." 

Together  they  watched  the  launch.  Suddenly  it  came  steaming  to¬ 
ward  them. 

it  carried  no  cannon  fortunately,  but  the  soldiers,  of  course,  were 
well  armed.  Frank  started  the  Octopus  slowly  on  a  circuit  of  the 
lagoon. 

“They  are  after  us,”  declared  Potolski;  “don’t  allow  them  to  get 
too  near.” 

“  They  must  have  heard  of  our  mission  here.” 

“Exactly.”  . 

“Doubtless  the  authorities  wish  to  prevent  onr  removing  the 
treasure.”  ,  ,  , .  . 

“It  does  not  belong  to  them,”  cried  Potolski,  indignantly;  “  it  is 
mine  by  every  right.  The  government  has  no  right  to  interfere.” 

“No  doubt  they  think  they  have,”  said  Frauk,  "  but  we  will  dis¬ 
abuse  their  minds  of  that  idea.” 

“Indeed  we  willl” 

The  launch  came  sidling  up  toward  the  submarine  boat.  Frank  drew 
into  the  pilot-house,  saying: 

“  It  will  be  safer  here  than  on  deck.” 

“  Yes,  you  are  right,”  agreed  Potolski.  “Why  not  hail  them? 

But  at  this  moment  a  hail  came  from  the  deck  of  the  launch.  It  was 
in  the  Russian  tongue,  so  Potolski  answered  it.  .  . 

“  Ahoy,  Americans!  What  do  you  in  the  Czars  private  domain. 

“  Is  ttiis  the  Czar’s  private  domain?”  asked  Potolski.  _ 

“  It  is,”  was  the  reply.  “  All  Russia  belongs  to  the  Czar. 

“  But  the  Czar’s  subjects  have  a  right  to  their  own  lauded  property. 

“  Are  you  a  subject  of  the  Czar?” 

“  I  am.” 

“  But  you  fly  the  Yankee  flag.” 

“  These  are  friends  of  mine,”  replied  Potolski;  “they  are  here  by 
my  courtesy.”  „ 

“  Very  fine,”  was  the  sneering  reply.  “  But  who  are  you? 

“  I  am  Count  Ivan  Potolski,  descendant  of  the  Potolski®  o>  -M*1*- 
huova,  the  submerged,”  replied  the  count,  proudly;  “  this  is  my  heri¬ 
tage,  and  you  are  trespassers  under  the  law  of  Russian  freeholders. 

A  mocking  laugh  came  buck. 

“  You  claim  that  which  cannot  be  proven  yours,  was  tne  reply, 
“  the  princedom  or  principality  of  Makhuova  has  been  extinct  these 
two  hundred  years,  and  the  title  has  long  since  reverted  to  the  crown. 
These  are  the  domains  of  the  Czar.  We  know  by  reliable  information 
that  you  have  come  here  to  seek  treasure  which,  if  you  havo  recovered 
it,  vou  must  turn  over  to  the  Czar!" 

Potolski  was  pale  but  determined.  He  Interpreted  all  to  1  rank, 

who  frowned  and  said:  .  „ 

It  looks  us  if  they  meant  to  give  us  Irouble.  I  am  we  I  aware  01 
the  fact  that  your  Czar  is  a  despot.  Can  you  defend  your  cluiml 
Potolski  groaned.  , 

“  Not  in  a  Russian  court,”  ho  said;  “  the  Czar  would  overrn lo  a  y 
decision.  It  is  true  that  Russia  is  ruled  by  u  despot.  This  treasuio 
by  every  right  belongs  to  mo." 

“  Of  course,  It  does!” 

“  You  will  agree  to  that.  Now  what  shall  I  do? 

“  l^i's'unfortunate  that  the  Cznr’s  soldiers  learned  of  our  mission 
hero.  It  iB  past  my  comprehension  how  It  leaked  out!’ 

“  It  is  not  past  mine,"  said  Frank;  “  it  Is  oasy  to  understand  that 


some  Russian  dignitary,  perhaps  the  Czar’s  own  minister  in  Washing¬ 
ton,  read  the  account  of  our  project  in  some  one  of  our  newspapersT" 

“  Ah,  that  explains  all  beyond  doubt!”  cried  the  count.  “  Your 
American  newspapers  aro  so  enterprising — they  uuearlh  everything.” 

Meanwhile  the  launch  had  been  drawing  -nearer  to  the  Octopus. 
One  of  the  Russian  officers  again  shouted: 

“  Lay  to,  and  we  will  come  aboard!” 

“Not  if  I  know  it!”  muttered  Frank. 

"  What  is  your  purpose?"  asked  Potolski. 

“  We  must  search  you,”  replied  the  Russian;  “  if  you  have  treasure 
aboard  which  you  have  recovered  from  these  depths  you  must  give  it 
up!-’ 

“  We  decline  to  allow  you  to  come  aboardt”  replied  Potolski. 

“  Ha,  you  do!”  was  the  angry  response.  "  So  you  defy  the  author¬ 
ity  of  the  Czar?  Kuow  that  for  this,  you  accursed  Pole,  you  shall  die 
like  a  dog!” 


CHAPTER  VIL 

RUNNING  THE  GANTLET. 

Frank  saw  at  once  that  matters  had  reached  a  critical  stage,  but 
yet  he  had  no  idea  of  yielding. 

It  would  be  a  fatal  move.  On  the  slightest  pretext  the  submarine 
boat  would  be  seized  and  appropriated  by  the  Russians.  The  voy¬ 
agers  themselves  might  sufler,  no  one  could  tell  what  sort  of  a  fate. 

The  young  inventor  saw  at  once  that  his  only  method  was  to  hold 
out  stubbornly  aud  resolutely.  If  necessary  lie  would  fight. 

It  would  seem  as  if  the  odds  were  greatly  against  the  submarine 
voyagers,  but  Frank  was  undaunted. 

Through  Potolski  he  made  reply: 

“  The  American  captain  refuses  to  allow  his  craft  to  be  boarded, 
and  the  Russian  meddles  at  his  peril!” 

The  Russian  officer  was  angry.  Extra  speed  was  put  on  the  launch, 
and  the  hail  came  back: 

“  Unless  you  lay  to  we  shall  open  fire  on  you!" 

“  Tell  them  to  fire  away!”  said  Frank,  grimly.  “  We  don’t  care  for 
that!"  ,  ,  „ 

The  result  was  that  the  Russians  at  once  opened  fire  with  their  rifles. 
Of  course  no  harm  was  done. 

The  bullets  rattled  oil  the  steel  plates  of  the  Octopus  like  water  from 
a  duck’s  back. 

Frank  closed  the  doors  and  windows  hermetically  and  prepared  for 
an  emergency.  His  purpose  was  now  to  outrun  the  launch  to  the  en¬ 
trance  of  the  lagoon. 

The  Octopus  was  the  fastest  sailer,  and  rapidly  outstripped  the 
launch.  But  as  they  drew  near  the  narrow  strait,  Barney  suddenly 

cried :  ,  .  ,, 

“  Howly  Moses!  we  kin  niver  get  through  there! 

“  Why?”  called  Frank.  , 

“  Shure,  sor,  they’ve  put  some  sort  av  a  chain  across  it,  sor! 

A  glance  showed  that  this  was  true.  A  few  feet  above  the  surface  a 
hu^e  chain  had  been  stretched  from  bank  to  bank. 

This  was  large  enough  and  Btrong  enough  to  hinder  a  much  larger 
and  heavier  vessel  than  the  Octopus.  For  a  moment  the  situation 

looked  dubious.  ....  . 

Then  Frauk  stepped  to  the  keyboard  with  a  grim  smile. 

“  We  will  fool  them  at  that  game,”  he  said.  “  They  forget  that 

this  is  a  submarine  boat,”  ....  . ,  . 

“  Sure  enough!”  cried  Potolski.  “  We  ought  to  be  able  to  go  un¬ 
der  that  chain.”  .  ,  T 

Frank  opened  the  valve  and  down  went  the  submarine  boat.  In  a 
few  moments  it  had  passed  completely  under  the  chain  and  into  the 

current  of  the  Dneiper.  ...  .  .  . 

The  astonishment  of  the  Russians  must  certainly  have  been  intense. 
Their  prize  had  skillfully  slipped  away. 

Down  the  river  current,  under  water,  the  Octopus  ran  for  a  number 
of  miles.  When  Frank  sent  her  ugaiu  lo  the  surface,  the  lauucu  was 

n°“  Well,”  safd  the  young  inventor,  triumphantly,  “  we  gave  them 
the  sllD  that  time,  didn’t  we?” 

«  y(“u  are  right,”  said  Potolski,  whose  face  was  very  pale,  ‘  but  we 
are  not  yet  out  of  danger.” 

“  Is  that  true?” 

“  Yes.  You  know  we  must  pass  towns  on  our  way  to  the  Blnck 
Sen.  They  will  no  doubt  telegraph  ahead,  and  they  will  meet  ns 
there  with  obstructions  which,  perhaps,  we  may  not  be  able  to  sur¬ 
mount.’’ 

Frank  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

••  Wo  will  make  it  lively  for  them,"  he  snid. 

ii  yet  I  think  we  hnd  better  go  on  with  all  haste,  said  Potolski. 

“  Yes.  I  agree  with  you,”  replied  Frank  seriously. 

So  the  Octopus  was  forced  ahead  with  all  speod.  Barney  kept  his 
place  at  the  keyboard. 

Down  the  Dneiper  the  Octopus  llew. 

In  places  the  river  was  n  broad  and  flowing  stream.  In  other  places 
ihe  banks  narrowed  ami  the  current  was  powerfully  swift. 

Again  the  banks  widened,  und  marshes  with  slloal  lagoons  became 

Ul  Little  villages  without  number  were  passed.  Sometimes  boatmen 
on  the  river  were  overtaken. 

In  all  cftfM‘8  they  pazed  npon  the  Octopus  with  shenr  amazement. 
Whole  Battlements  of  Cossacks  rushed  down  to  the  water  s  edge. 

Bat  in  no  case  did  they  evince  hostility.  Thus  far  no  evidence  had 
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accrued  that  the  Czar's  orders  to  atop  the  boat  bad  extended  to  this 

pari  of  the  riTrr. 

But  soon  they  began  to  appronch  a  small  city. 

Is  it  Kornilov?”  said  the  count;  “  It  bus  a  telegraph  lino,  and  wo 
muy  look  for  squalls  here.” 

indeed  the  moment  the  Octopus  swung  ahont  the  bond  in  the  stream 
this  was  seen  to  be  a  fuel. 

Preparations  had  been  made  at  Konislov  to  stop  the  invaders  or 
interlopers,  whatever  they  were. 

Across  the  Dneiper  a  bridge  of  boats  extended.  Those  boats  were 
tilled  with  armed  Cossacks. 

As  our  voyagers  noted  that  this  seemed  to  be  the  only  obstruction, 
they  could  not  help  a  laugh. 

••That  will  never  stop  us,”  said  Frank.  “It  must  be  that  their 
orders  were  not  sufficiently  explicit  to  make  them  understand  that 
ours  is  a  submarine  boat."  ' 

“Just  so,”  cried  the  count,  with  elation.  “We  shall  fool  them 
again.  But  we  must  look  out  for  Brokislov  below  here.” 

A  great  din  arose  among  the  Cossacks  as  the  submarine  boat  swung 
into  view.  Weapons  were  brandished  and  yells  tilled  the  air. 

Frank  kept  straight  on  toward  them  with  the  Octopus.  No  doubt 
the  Cossacks  expected  that  the  boat  would  strike  directly  into  their 
line,  and  they  were  ready  to  board  it. 

But  just  before  the  Octopus  reached  the  barrier,  the  Russians  were 
astounded  to  see  it  sink  into  the  river  current  and  vanish  altogether. 

Down  went  the  Octopus,  and  in  a  few  moments  it  was  at  the  bottom. 
For  some  distance  Frank  kept  under  the  surface. 

When  at  length  satisfied  that  the  danger  point  was  pussed,  Frank 
came  again  to  the  surface. 

The  town  was  far  behind  them,  and  once  more  they  went  speeding 
down  the  river  current,  on  their  way  to  the  Black  Sea. 

“Begorra!”  cried  Barney.  “We  fooled  ibim  nate  enough  that 
toime.” 

“  That  is  true,”  said  Potolski,  “  but  look  out  for  Brokislov.  They 
have  a  fort  and  cannon  there  1” 

“  Then  you  think  they  will  lay  for  us  at  that  point?”  asked  Frank. 

“  Yoa  may  depend  upon  it,”  replied  the  count;  “  that  is  a  military 
port.” 

“  Well,  perhaps  we  can  pass  the  town  without  their  knowing  it.” 

But  Potolski  shook  his  head. 

“  Be  sure  they  will  have  a  barrier  at  the  bottom  of  the  river  this 
time,”  he  said.  “  We  must  look  out  for  trouble." 

All  that  day  the  Octopus,  however,  sailed  on  down  the  big  river. 
They  were  rapidly  drawing  nearer  the  great  cataracts.  Once  below 
these  and  they  were  comparatively  safe. 

For  from  there  to  the  Black  Sea  there  were  so  many  lagoons,  and 
the  channel  was  so  diversified  that  they  could  easily  elude  the  sharp¬ 
est  foe. 

Night  came  and  Frank  decided  to  proceed  no  further  until  the 
next  day. 

If  he  should  attempt  travel  after  dark,  it  would  be  necessary  to  use 
the  search-light  and  might  lead  to  an  attack  from  the  shore.  The 
most  Frank  feared  was  a  possible  cannon  shot. 

If  the  hull  of  the  Octopus  should  be  perforated,  even  above  the 
water  line,  her  usefulness  as  a  submarine  boat  would  be  past. 

It  was  necessary  therefore  to  be  eternally  vigilant. 

There  was  no  guessing  what  wooded  height  or  promontory  might 
hold  a  concealed  fortress  or  battery.  Barney  was  always  on  the 
watch. 


Frank  selected  a  deep  part  of  the 


The  safest  move  was  adopted, 
river  and  sank  the  Octopus. 

Then  all  retired  to  rest  after  the  exciting  events  of  the  day.  When 
the  alarm  gong  announced  daylight,  all  were  again  astir. 

Once  more  the  Octopus  was  on  the  surface.  Again  she  shot  down 
the  river  until  suddenly  the  distant  spires  and  domes  of  a  town  came 
into  view. 

“  That  is  Brokislov,”  declared  Potolski.  “  Now  we  must  look  out 
for  the  foe.” 

Frask  took  a  long  look  at  the  distant  town. 

Then  be  examined  the  river  banks  and  its  surface  carefully  The 
stream  was  very  broad  at  this  point. 

He  was  half  tempted  to  go  beneath  the  surface  and  try  to  steal 
quietly  by  the  town.  But  he  reflected  that  there  might  be  obstructions 
there  as  well  as  on  the  surface. 

ah!aHh?„?itClded.  1<1  keep  8,trai"ht  on  untillle  could  see  the  terriiorv 
stop  him  y’  d  ob8erve  what  80rt  ot  a  scheme  had  been  devised  to 

,MS°  9Ct0pna  8hot  on-  aDd  suddenly  rounding  a  bend  in  the  stream 
au  came  to  view. 

A  grent  cry  escaped  Potolski. 

fort  is°noin.eH  ?'aoale,d*  “  ™iat  did  I  tell  yon?  Every  cannon  on  the 

This^as^ln'  ns;  and  the  river  i8  filled  with  obstructions.” 
i  ms  was  seen  to  be  a  fact. 

the  Xre' and  were^n^the  foT*  S°,dierS  patr°l,Pd 

in  eve^ta"  X  Ii£h7ning  l^Cl°PaS  ^  Frank  t00k 

undeTwIte'r.”  Dly  0"e  Way!'rhe  det=ided ;  ••  we  must  run  by.  as  before, 

roa^o'canTon  rSho^ed."1  ^  °'  nam<5  '°aped  ,r0m  th*  The 
Ainericun'flag  andTbrouglit  Urn  OctoX^'a  haR.  r0"  ^  thR 


She  hovered  in  the  river  current  a  mile  above  the  city.  Here  Frank 
hud  a  shrewd  purpose. 

“  When  thoy  see  that  I  am  not  coming,”  ho  said,  “they  may  come 
out  here  to  parley.  1  want  to  learn,  if  I  can,  what  the  under-water 
obstructions  are." 

“  Good!”  cried  Potolski;  “that  is  a  good  plan!” 

The  camions  roared  in  a  thunderous  volume.  The  shells  fell  into 
the  river  doing  no  harm. 

“After  awhile,  however,  the  cannonade  ceased,  and  then  all  was 
quiet  in  the  distuuce.  Alter  some  time  a  small  launch  was  seen  ap¬ 
proaching. 

Frank  made  sure  that  no  cannon  was  aboard,  before  bo  allowed  it 
to  approach  very  near. 

On  board  It  were  a  number  of  men  in  uniform.  That  these  were 
Russian  authorities  there  was  no  doubt. 

Frank  stepped  out  on  deck  and  awaited  their  approach. 

CHAPTER  VIH. 

DOWN  THE  RIVER. 

When  the  launch  was  within  speaking  distance  it  came  about. 
Then  followed  the  hail; 

“Boat  ahoy!  Who  are  you?” 

Potolski  answered: 

“  We  are  American  travelers.” 

“  That  is  false!” 

“  As  you  will,”  replied  the  Pole.  “  What  right  have  you  to  detain 
us?” 

“  By  order  of  the  Czarl” 

“Pshaw!”  retorted  the  Pole;  “by  the  order  of  your  starasta,  no 
higher  official,  or  possibly  the  vaevada  of  yoar  State.  We  do  not 
recognize  sncli  authority." 

“  You  must  do  so  or  pay  the  penalty.” 

“  Who  are  you?  ’ 

“Agents  of  the  Czar!” 

“  What  do  you  ask?” 

“  We  demand  that  you  surrender.  We  know  that  you  have  found 
treasure  in  the  domains  of  the  Czar.  By  our  laws  four-flfths  goes  to 
the  crown.” 

“The  treasure  does  not  belong  to  the  Czar,”  replied  Potolski,  firm¬ 
ly;  “  it  is  the  heritage  of  Count  Potolski  of  old  Makhuova,  and  he  has 
simply  claimed  his  own.” 

“  Deliver  the  treasure  up  and  you  shall  have  a  hearing  in  the  Royal 
Court.” 

“  Ah,  indeed!”  retorted  Potolski.  «  Perhaps  yon  think  I  am  fool¬ 
ish.  What  would  such  a  hearing  mean?  Simply  the  confiscation  of 
heritage  by  the  Czar  and  my  banishment  to  far  Siberia.  Better  death 
than  such  a  fate.” 

“  Then  you  refuse!" 

“  I  do.” 

“  May  yonr  blood  be  on  yonr  bead!  The  empaling  stake  shall  be 
your  fate!” 

Potolski  knew  what  this  awful  threat  meant.  To  the  Slav  the 
threat  of  the  empaling  stake  was  horrible. 

Pale  as  a  ghost,  he  turned  to  Frank. 

“My  soul!"  he  exclaimed;  "we  are  lost  if  we  fall  into  their 
clutches.  That  must  not  be!” 

“  It  shall  not  be!”  said  Frank,  determinedly. 

The  launch  had  begun  to  drop  down  in  the  current.  Bv  Frank’s 
request  Potolski  asked:  * 

“  How  will  yon  prevent  our  passing  your  forts!” 

‘  Try  it  and  see,”  was  the  retort.  “  Yon  need  not  think  to  slip  bv 

under  water  this  time  with  your  devil's  invention.”  1 

“  We  sliall  see.” 

“  Know  you  that  a  line  of  torpedoes  awaits  you  which  will  blow  you 
into  eternity?”  * 

“  And  deprive  you  of  the  treasure.” 

‘‘  ‘Ay0a  get  b®>ond  Brokislov  you  will  find  it  impossible  to  get 
Bosphorus  »neipor‘  Even  Hie  Sultan  will  be  ready  to  stop  you  in  the 

“  Your  threats  do  not  terrify.” 

“Once  again!  Do  you  surrender?” 

“  Never!” 

“  Then  curses  upon  you!” 

The  launch  slipped  back  down  the  river.  Once  again  the  forts  be. 
gan  firing.  Bui  no  harm  was  done. 

The  voyagers  went  back  into  the  cabin. 

^“Now,”  said  Frank,  as  he  drew  a  deep  breath,  “comes  the  tug  of 

al"gn,eBhoUom.leT°r  ^  th<>  °Ct°PU8  8aDk*  SI°Wly  8he  felt  ™ 
The  search-light  traveled  in  all  directions.  Suddenly  there  was  a 
dull  shock,  waters  surged  about  the  submarine  boat,  and  she  pitched 
heavily  for  a  moment.  Then  all  was  over  Pitched 

“  What  was  that?”  asked  Potolski. 

“  "°"b*  **‘>1  r-t 

«M»M  "JSS  liS"  '•  V. 

It  was  a  critical  moment. 

was  need  “?dlhCantloa8ly  Octopus  crept  along  the  river  bed.  There 
Fronk'gave'aVtart^0^9  0XPl°ded  ““  about  tbe  Octopus.  Suddenly 
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He  saw  a  network  of  wires  just  ahead.  He  knew  that  they  were 
connected  with  the  torpedoes. 

“  Bring  me  my  diving-suit,  Barney,”  he  said,  grimly. 

“  All  roight,  sort” 

The  Octopus  rested  on  the  bottom.  Frank  put  on  the  suit,  and  a 
moment  more  was  out  on  deck. 

In  their  present  position  they  were  safe  from  the  bombs,  for  the 
Slavs  would  not  dare  drop  them  in  proximity  to  the  torpedoes  for  fear 
of  prematurely  exploding  them. 

Frank  was  quickly  out  on  deck.  He  carried  with  him  a  sharp  pair 
of  pincers.  In  less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  it  he  had  cut  the  torpedo 
wires. 


The  Octopus  slid  safely  under  the  torpedoes,  and  once  more  had  a 
Clear  course  before  her. 

As  it  became  apparent  that  there  were  no  more  torpedoes  to  be 
dreaded,  she  increased  her  Bpeed.  A  mile  below  the  city  she  was  again 
on  the  surface  and  speeding  toward  the  great  cataracts. 

Potolski  was  jubilant. 

Escape  now  seemed  certain. 

Below  the  cataracts  there  were  numberless  lagoons  and  deviations 
In  the  river’s  course.  The  boat  could  slip  on  down  to  the  Black  Sea 
in  comparative  safety. 

While  the  Slavs  were  busily  exploding  bombs  in  the  river  and  fancy¬ 
ing  the  enemy  entirely  torn  to  pieces,  tire  latter  was  putting  miles  be¬ 
tween  herself  and  the  scene  of  excitement.  Soon  the  river  narrowed 
into  a  deep  and  mighty  canyon. 

The  roar  of  the  cataracts  was  plainly  audible.  The  Octopus  was 
now  in  a  swift  current. 

There  was  no  little  risk  in  running  these  rapids.  But  Potolski  knew 
the  channel  well  and  now  took  the  wheel. 

The  Octopus  with  a  lurch  shot  into  the  swift  curreut.  Down  she 
went  like  a  rocket. 

Her  buoyancy  waB  largely  in  her  favor.  Several  times  she  lightly 
touched  a  hidden  reef,  but  eacli  time  she  evaded  it  safely. 

On  and  on  she  went  over  the  foaming  waste.  It  was  a  critical  time, 
for  all  depended  upon  her  success  in  making  the  run. 

But  good  luck  was  with  our  voyagers. 

She  shot  down  over  the  last  fall  and  came  into  a  great  eddying 
whirlpool.  Across  this  she  raced. 

Then  the  cliffs  began  to  fade  away,  and  soon  she  came  into  still 
water  and  an  open  country. 

All  drew  a  breath  of  relief  when  they  realized  that  all  was  over. 

“  Bejabers,  I  thought  sure  wanst  or  twict  it  was  all  over  wid  us  1" 
cried  Barney.  “  On  we  wurrud,  it  was  a  close  call  1” 

“  Golly,”  sniffed  Pomp,  “  it  would  hab  been  a  small  loss  if  yo’  had 
gone  down  in  dat  cattyrack,  sail!” 

“  Phwat’s  that,  sor?’  said  Barney,  turning  quickly. 

“  Yo’  heah  wba’  I  say!” 

“  Do  yez  mane  to  insult  me?” 

“  Huh!  dat  wud  be  a  berry  hard  fing  to  do,  Mister  Man!” 

“  Av  yez  don’t  show  me  more  respict,  I’ll  show  yez  how  to  threat  a 
gintleman,"  bluffed  Barney,  who  was  ready  for  a  ruction.  “  Rape 
yure  eye  on  that,  sor!” 

He  brandished  his  fist  in  Pomp’s  face.  The  coon  cut  a  shuffle  und 
made  a  pass  at  the  Celt. 

“  G'wan  out  ob  mah  way,  sah!  Ain’t  no  time  to  fool  wit  sech  po’ 
trash  as  yo’  am,  sah!” 

“  Whurroo,”  howled  Barney,  “  yez  are  bound  to  have  It!” 

With  which  he  made  a  swipe  at  the  coon.  Had  Pomp  got  the  full 
force  of  that  blow,  it  is  safe  to  say  that  he  would  havo  felt  it! 

But  he  did  not.  Quick  as  a  cat,  he  dodged  it,  and  then  lowered  his 
head  and  made  a  rush  at  Barney.  He  caught  the  Celt  in  the  stom¬ 
ach. 

Down  they  weut  In  a  heap,  and  for  a  time  there  wns  a  general  mix- 
up.  It  would  have  been  hard  to  say  which  had  the  best  of  it. 

But  Frank’s  voice  calling  them  soon  terminated  the  affair,  and  they 
were  obliged  to  hasten  to  the  deck. 

The  scene  presented  when  they  arrived  wns  an  enlivening  one. 
On  either  side,  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  was  the  level  expanse  of 


the  steppe.  . 

But  riding  down  the  river  bank  at  mad  speod  was  a  small  army  oi 
Cossacks. 

Wild,  lawless  chaps  they  were,  right  from  the  fastnesses  of  the 
Ukraine.  They  had  been  hunting,  and  long  strings  of  ducks  and 
other  water  fowl  bung  from  their  saddle  horses. 

Curious  type  of  humanity  they  were. 

The  foatures  of  some  of  them  exactly  resembled  thoso  of  a  dog. 
They  were  dressed  half  in  the  skins  of  wild  beasts,  and  were  ns  black 
nnd  dirty  as  an  outdoor  existence  of  savagery  could  make  them. 

They  had  caught  sight  of  the  Bubmarino  boat  and  its  foreign  flag. 
Seeing  that  the  craft  was  not.  under  the  protection  of  the  Czar’s  colors, 
they  looked  upon  It  ns  legiLimato  prey. 

They  rode  down  to  the  wator’s  edge  and  hailed  tho  boat. 

“  What  do  they  want?”  asked  Frank. 

•*  They  want  us,”  replied  Potolski.  “  Do  you  know  what  our  fato 
would  be  if  wo  should  full  into  their  bands?” 

“  Ah,  what?” 

“  They  would  impale  us.  That  is  u  Cossnck  cruelty. 

<■  I  have  heard  of  this  barbarous  practice,"  said  Frank;  “  but  can  it 
be  true?” 

“  It  is  true  beyond  description.” 

«i  When  yon  speak  of  impaling  their  victim,  pray  how  is  it  done 

ii  a  stake  of  hard  wood  is  shaved  slender  and  sharp  nt  both  ends, 
jt  *8  driven  into  the  ground,  und  the  victim  alter  being  bound  is  sat 


upon  it  and  left  there,  while  his  own  weight  causes  the  stake  to  pass 
through  his  body.  Sometimes  the  unfortunate  is  a  whole  day  dying  iu 
the  most  awful  and  prolonged  agony.” 

“My  God!  My  God!”  exclaimed  Frank,  in  horror.  “That  is  the 
most  awful  thing  I  ever  heard  of!” 

“  Yet  it  is  true." 

“  How  inhuman!” 

“  Ah.  you  do  not  know  the  Cossack  and  the  Tartar.  Of  all  peoples 
on  the  face  of  the  earth,  they  are  the  most  savagely  cruel.” 

“  I  have  heard  that." 

“  Heaven  pity  you,  If  you  fall  into  their  handsl” 

“I  should  say  so.” 

“  Ah,  you  can  see  how  savage  they  are  by  this  near  contact.  They 
actually  hope  to  capture  us.” 

“  But  I  believe  not,”  said  Frank.  “  Put  on  more  speed,  Barnev.” 

“  Ay,  sor!” 

The  Celt  opened  the  lever  wide.  The  Octopus  sprung  forward  and 
soon  would  have  left  the  Cossacks  far  behiud.  But  at  that  momeot  an 
unexpected  thing  happened. 

There  was  a  terrilic  shock,  and  everyone  on  board  was  thrown  from 
bis  feet. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

OUTWITTING  THE  COSSACKS. 


The  Octopus  came  to  an  instant  halt.  The  machinery  buzzed  and 
the  screw  beat  the  water  to  a  foam. 

But  the  submarine  boat  could  go  no  further.  It  had  come  to  a  cer¬ 
tain  stop. 

“  What’s  the  matter?"  cried  the  count,  as  he  sprung  to  his  feet. 
“  What  on  earth  has  happened?” 

“  That  is  just  what  I  would  like  to  know!”  exclaimed  Frank.  “  Cer¬ 
tainly  there  is  something  wrong.” 

He  sprung  into  the  pilot  house.  Barney  was  just  picking  himself  up 
from  the  floor. 

“  Howly  Mitherl”  gasped  the  Celt;  “it’s  nearly  kilt  I  am!” 

"  What  has  happened,  Barney?"  asked  Frank.  “  Anything  broken 
about  the  machinery?” 

•<  Divil  a  bit!"  replied  the  Celt;  “  shure,  sor,  av  I  was  to  judge 
from  me  own  feelings  I  should  say  we  had  stuck  upon  something!" 

“  Heavens!”  exclaimed  Frank;  “  have  we  run  aground?” 

He  ran  out  upon  deck  and  leaned  over  the  rail.  He  saw  the  truth 
at  a  glance. 

The  Octopus  had  run  high  on  a  sand  bar,  the  darkness  of  the  water 
having  concealed  its  shallowness.  Beyond  this  no  material  harm  had 
been  done.  But  surely  this  was  enough. 

The  Octopus  was  high  and  fast.  The  electric  engines  were  not 
strong  enough  to  draw  her  off.  ... 

Moreover,  the  Cossacks  saw  the  mishap  and  now  felt  certain  of  their 
prey.  They  crowded  down  the  bank  rapidly. 

“  We’re  in  for  ill"  cried  Frank:  “  get  your  rifles,  boys!  ’ 

“  la  it  to  be  a  fight?"  asked  Potolski. 

“  We  must  stand  them  off.” 

“  Heaven  help  us  if  they  get  aboard!” 

“Och,  bone,  an’  it’s  all  me  own  fault,”  cried  Barney;  "shore  its  a 
thick  skull  I  have  not  to  have  seen  it.” 

“Golly!  I  done  link  we  bettali  make  a  show  agin  dem  rapscallions 
pooty  quick!"  said  Pomp;  “dey  am  jes’  gwine  to  come  right  out 

,0‘^Let  them  try  it,"  cried  Frank,  resolutely.  “  We  will  give  them  a 
hot  reception!  Ready,  all!" 

The  repeating  rifles  had  been  brought  on’..  These  were  the  regular 
sixteen  shot  Winchesters  and  capable  of  killing  at  a  mile. 

The  Cossacks  leaped  their  horses  into  the  water  and  urged  them  with 
loud  yells  toward  the  light  craft.  When  they  struck  the  sand  bar  they 
came  on  rapidly.  Others  swam. 

“  Shoot  the  horses  first!"  commanded  Frank;  “  don  t  take  life  un¬ 
less  it  is  absolutely  necessary!” 

This  order  was  obeyed.  ......  . ... 

The  horses  of  the  Cossacks  began  to  fall  with  frightful  rapidity. 
Tho  riders  were  thrown  into  the  water,  but  still  they  advanced. 

The  loss  of  their  horses  maddened  them.  They  came  on  over  the 

8ftWoe  to  the*sui>marine  voyagers  now  if  the  CoBsacks  should  get 
aboard.  Their  revenge  would  be  terrible. 

Frank  saw  that  the  worst  must  come,  so  he  cried: 

“  Take  the  nearest  men.  Shoot  to  wound,  not  to  kill! 

Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  .. 

The  rifles  kept  speaking  continually.  In  each  cnee  the  aim  was 

6^Of 'course  this  sort  of  thing  could  not  last  forover.  Such  steady  tir- 

Suddenly  the  Cossacks  bognn  to  fall  hack.  The  waters  of  the  river 
were  reddened  with  their  blood  and  that  of  their  horses. 

It  had  become  plain  to  them  Hint  they  could  not  capture  the  sub¬ 
marine  boat  In  hor  presont  position  by  open  assun  t.  _ 

They  withdrew  to  try  some  other  plan.  What  this  was  soon  became 

01  Tiering  of  axes  was  heard  up  the  river.  Here,  near  the  left 

‘trees  and  build  a  raft.  Rapidly  the  work 

W*Fruuk'  saw  that  if  they  succeeded,  and  should  float  the  raft  down 
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upon  the  Octopus,  the  result  might  be  serious;  so  ho  was  on  his 
guard. 

It  was  certainly  necessary  to  at  once  free  the  submarine  boat 
from  tlie  sand  bur. 

How  to  do  this  was  a  question. 

Darkness  was  now  coming  on  rapidly.  It  did  not  stop  tho  work  of 
the  raft  builders,  however. 

They  had  now  gotten  tho  raft  almost  into  a  state  of  completion. 
Upon  its  forward  end  they  were  building  a  high  bulwark  as  a  defense 
against  the  deadly  rille  balls. 

“  Och,  Misther  Fran k,"  cried  Barney,  “av  we  only  had  the  elec- 
thric  gun  now!” 

This  was  true  enough.  A  dynamite  shell,  thrown  against  the  raft, 
would  very  quickly  spoil  the  plans  of  the  foe. 

But  the  electric  gun  was  in  Ueadestown,  so  it  was  out  of  the  ques¬ 
tion. 

'•  Do  you  think  they  will  attempt  to  float  down  upon  us  to-night?’’ 
asked  Frank,  of  Potofski. 

“The  Cossack  always  lights  after  dark,”  replied  the  count.  “In 
fact,  they  will  wait  fot  darkness.” 

“  They  do  not  count  upon  the  search-light.” 

"  Evidently  not!” 

Potolski  sniffed  the  air  and  looked  at  the  barometer. 

“  We  shall  have  a  storm  before  many  hours,”  he  said. 

Even  as  lie  spoke,  the  distant  dull  rumble  of  thunder  was  heard. 
Lightning  flashed  across  the  darkened  sky.  Tho  air  felt  heavy  and 
damp. 

After  a  time  pnttering  drops  of  rain  began  to  fall.  The  Cossacks 
on  the  bank  withdrew  to  the  shelter  of  a  clump  of  trees. 

Those  working  ou  the  raft  desisted  as  the  rain  increased. 

"  That  will  win  time  for  us!”  cried  Potolski,  jubilantly.  “  They  will 
not  dare  the  elements.  The  storm  will  be  heavy.” 

This  last  prediction  was  verified. 

The  storm  proved  heavy.  It  descended  in  utter  torrents.  Lightning 
blazed  and  thunder  boomed. 

For  two  hours  the  deluge  came  down.  As  a  result,  the  river  began 
to  rise. 


Then  a  sudden,  j'oyful  truth  burst  upon  the  voyagers.  The  subma¬ 
rine  boat  rocked  and  swayed  as  the  water  rushed  over  the  sand  bar. 

“  If  the  river  rises  enough,  we  shall  float  off!"  cried  Potolski. 

“  She  is  already  afloat!”  cried  Barney.  "  Shure,  yez  can  feel  itl” 

“On  my  word.  I  believe  it!”  declared  Frank. 

“She  is  moving!’’ 

“Golly!  we’se  all  right!” 

“  Bejabers,  they’ll  niver  catch  us  now  1” 

Down  the  stream  the  Octopus  began  to  drift.  Frank  did  not  start 
the  propeller  until  she  was  in  deep  water. 

The  darkness  was  intense.  He  had  caused  all  lights  to  bo  extin¬ 
guished  so  as  to  deceive  the  Cossacks. 

They  had  built  camp-flres  on  shore,  and  were  cowering  under  their 
sk in  pouches  to  escape  the  wet. 

As  a  matter  of  fact  none  of  them  dreamed  of  the  stranded  boat 
getting  away.  They  fancied  her  all  secure. 

While  at  that  moment  she  was  full  two  miles  away,  and  racing  down 
the  wild  current  of  the  Dneiper  on  the  way  to  the  sea. 

All  that  night  the  Octopus  traveled  on.  When  daylight  came  she 
was  far  beyond  the  reach  of  the  Cossacks. 

She  was  in  the  reedy,  marshy  delta  of  the  great  river. 

Great  expanses  of  swamp  were  upon  either  hand.  Dark  lagoons  and 
marshy  Islands. 

Waterfowl  were  everywhere.  They  flew  in  great  whirring  flocks 
over  the  Octopus. 


Every  moment  now  they  were  nearing  the  sea.  The  day  was  brigln 
and  clear  after  the  storm. 

Frank  now  began  to  keep  a  good  lookout,  for  he  doubted  not  tliai 
be  bad  not  heard  the  last  of  the  affair  with  the  Russian  authorities. 
Count  Potolski  was  in  high  spirits. 

lie  seemed  to  think  that  they  had  escaped  the  worst  of  the  perils. 
What  was  before  them  he  looked  upon  lightlv. 

,  "  We  can  fool  the  Turkish  authorities,”  he  said,  “  but  not  the  Rus. 
sums.  They  are  very  keen!” 

“  Well,”  said  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  “  we  will  do  the  best  we  can!” 

And  that  is  enough,”  said  the  count. 

nn,„ailyttlie  bre8Zes  the  open  sea  could  be  felt.  On  drifted  the 
Octopus  through  miles  of  reedy  land. 

J hen  l.he  moul11  °f  the  river  broadened.  The  reeds  fell  away  and 
the  great  sea  came  into  view. 

Th!*18tartl!D‘;  5*Sht  met  tbe  S®ze  of  the  vovagers. 

vond  it6wna  “lmo?t  in  the  ri7cr’a  mouth,  was  a  gnn-boat.  Be- 
yo  d'  ™ pother,  and  still  beyond,  a  third. 

Humph!”  said  Frank. 

“  Ioh1lsa;8mW.a’,’ting  ,0r  qa!”  declared  the  count. 

“  Will  they  get  ns?” 

“  Not  if  I  know  it!” 


Doubtless  they  had  torpi 


*3,.s,£k;  Se"”;1” 

« «»■»•  s.,1, 

.llmte,'.'”  "“"Wiglt  ...  put  In  nan  and  th.  .iploi 

'“""s  i,,r  *  ™  *** 


Suddenly  Barnoy  sprung  to  tlio  keyboard  and  stopped  Hie  boat.  Ho 
was  just  in  time. 

Her  bow  nearly  collided  with  a  wire  attached  to  a  torpedo  which 
would  have  blown  her  to  atoms. 

Quickly  Frank  donned  Ids  diving  suit  and  went  out. 

It  did  not  take  him  long  to  cut  tho  wires.  Gingerly  he  did  this. 

Tlie  Octopus  crept  along  slowly  for  there  wus  great  danger. 

Nearer  every  moment  they  drew  to  the  warships.  The  water  was 
not  very  deep  and  presently  the  hull  of  one  was  soeu. 

Frank  did  a  bit  of  reflecting. 

These  foes  were  seeking  his  life.  In  truth  it  would  have  been  in 
accordance  with  the  rules  of  warfare  if  lie  had  simply  placed  a  bomb 
under  the  war  ship  and  blown  it  to  atoms. 

It  was  a  great  temptation.  But  lie  could  not  do  it. 

It  savored  too  much  of  bumau  daughter.  So  he  passed  on,  looking 
for  new  wires. 

Not  until  far  out  of  tlie  river’s  mouth  was  it  deemed  safe  to  proceed. 
Than  the  Octopus  sprung  to  the  surface. 

She  was  seen  by  the  war  ship6,  for  one  of  them  fired  after  her. 
Then  they  all  gave  chase. 

But  they  might  as  well  have  chased  an  ignis-fatuus.  The  Octopus 
rounded  the  point  of  Tendra  and  had  the  Black  Sea  before  her. 

She  was  given  full  chance  now  to  test  her  powers  of  speed. 


CHAPTER  X. 

CHASED  BY  THE  FOE. 

The  Octopus  fairly  romped  away  from  her  pursuers.  They  were  not 
in  the  chase  at  all. 

Soon  they  were  hull  down  on  the  horizon.  So  elated  were  all  on 
board,  that  when  Barney  proposed  three  cheers,  they  were  given  with 
a  will. 

“  Bo  me  Bowl,”  cried  the  Celt,  “  it’s  a  foine  batin’  we  give  tbim! 
Share,  whin  a  Roosliian  thinks  he’s  a  match  fer  a  Yankee,  he’s  rnakin’ 
a  mishtake;  that’s  all.” 

“  I  believe  you’re  right,  Barney,”  said  the  count.  “  The  Yankees 
are  not  to  be  beaten.” 

“  We’re  not  out  of  the  woods  yet,”  said  Frank,  gravely. 

“  Begorra,  I  don’t  care  if  it’s  a  Turk,”  cried  the  Celt.  “  Shure  Mis¬ 
ther  Frank  cud  make  fools  av  all  av  thim.” 

“  Don’t  be  too  sure  of  that,  Barney,”  said  Frank.  “  Wait  until  we 
are  beyond  the  Dardanelles,  or  for  that  matter,  beyond  the  point  of 
Gibraltar.” 

“  That  is  true,”  agreed  Potolski.  “  There  is  no  real  safety  until  we 
are  in  the  open  Atlantic.  Even  then  we  shall  not  care  to  meet  a  Rus¬ 
sian  war  ship.” 

“Golly!”  cried  Pomp;  “  I’se  jeB’  beginning  to  banker  fer  Reades- 
town.  Yo’  kin  bet  on  dati” 

“  Yez  always  was  a  homesick  moke!”  declared  Barnev. 

“  Hi,  hi!  Don’  yo’  say  nuffin’i  Does  yo’  ’membah  de  time  dac 
yo’  was  in  de  Readestown  lock-np  fo’  stealin’?  I  done  reckon  yo’ 
was  homesick.” 

“  I  warn’t  guilty,  yez  kiD  know!”  declared  Barney. 

“  Oh.  I  know  dey  proved  yo’  to  be  innocent.  But  dat  warn’t 
all.  Yo’  was  drefful  homesick.” 

Barney  fell  to  muttering  and  said  no  more.  The  reminiscences 
presented  by  Pomp  were  not  pleasant  to  him. 

Ho  was  perfectly  willing  to  forget  them.  Indeed,  he  had  already 
done  so.  But  Pomp  revived  tlie  affair. 

It  was  only  the  coon’s  salutary  way  of  keeping  a  line  of  re¬ 
straint  upon  the  Celt,  on  the  principle  that  it  is  ever  one’s  friend 
who  tells  of  one’s  faults. 

For  a  whole  day  the  Octopus  sailed  rapidly  over  the  waters  of 
the  Black  Sea.  Not  until  the  second  day  did  any  incident  of  note 
occur.  J 

Then  suddenly  several  sails  appeared  on  the  horizon  directly  ahead 
They  were  at  such  a  regular  distance  from  each  other,  and  so  uniform 
in  line,  that  the  attention  of  the  voyagers  was  claimed  at  once. 

“  Jove!”  exclaimed  Frank,  “  I  should  say  it  was  a  squadron*” 
“That  is  just  what  it  is,”  said  Potolski,  “and  nothing  else  ” 

“  Russian  ships?” 

arg',l  hardly  kuow-  We  shall  have  lo  get  nearer  to  see  what  their  flags 

slowr|yDk  procared  bi8  gln8S  and  Btudied  the  distant  vessels  long  and 

Finally  he  closed  the  telescope  and  said,  with  conviction  • 

“  They  are  looking  for  us.” 

Potolski  gave  a  start. 

“  Ah!”  he  exclaimed,  “  do  you  believe  it’” 

“  I  do.” 

“Russians?” 

“  No.” 

"Turks?” 

“  Exactly.” 

tbejBstopb°ur?”  aV°  th6y  'earDed  °f  °nr  mi88ion  liere>  aad  "hy  should 

“  H  is  easy  to  see.  Neither  the  Russian  authorities  nor  tlie  Sultan 
of  Turkey  are  going  to  see  one  million  in  gold  in  d  scovered 7re£«  ,r« 

sure  o? thatr*eir  d°mini°D9  WUll°Ut  aD  «tfmpttoJ2SS^ slicT £ 

etanUnople!’’RUSSlan8  h<*7°  telegraphed  1,16  Porte  to  detain  us  at  Con- 
“  Just  so!” 

“Then  these  ships  have  been  sent  out  to  detain  us!” 
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“  Certainly!" 

The  voyagers  continued  to  watch  the  ships  as  they  drew  nearer. 
Suddenly  signal  flags  were  seen  flying  at  their  niasi heads. 

“They  have  sighted  us!”  said  Frank;  “they  are  signaling  each 
other!” 

“  You  are  right!” 

The  Turkish  vessels,  mostly  corvettes,  were  eight  in  number,  and 
arranged  in  the  form  of  a  crescent.  In  this  manner  they  were  sweep¬ 
ing  the  sea. 

That  they  had  sighted  the  submarine  boat  there  was  no  doubt.  At 
once  their  formation  began  to  change. 

lu  response  to  the  signals  the  poiuts  of  the  crescent  began  to  draw 
in  like  horns  and  the  half  circle  to  contract. 

It  was  evidently  their  purpose  to  surround  the  Octopus  and  either 
capture  or  sink  her. 

Being  all  armed  ships  Frank  knew  that  it  would  be  suicidal  to  al¬ 
low  them  to  come  too  near. 

So  he  checked  the  speed  of  the  Octopus. 

The  warships  now  were  hull  above  the  horizon.  When  within  a 
mile  of  the  submarine  boat,  the  foremost  ship  lired  a  shot  at  the  Oc¬ 
topus. 

It  fell  short.  Either  the  gunner’s  aim  was  bad  or  there  was  a  lack 
of  powder  for  the  shot  was  a  poor  one. 

“  They  will  have  to  aim  belter  than  that,”  declared  Frank,  with  a 
laugh,  “  or  Jwe  need  not  fear  them  much.” 

“  You  are  right,"  agreed  Potolski. 

Frank,  however,  kept  a  keen  lookout.  He  gradually  slackened  the 
speed  of  the  submarine  boat. 

When  within  three  quarters  of  a  mile  of  the  oncoming  ships,  he  saw 
plainly  that  it  was  of  no  use  to  attempt  drawing  nearer. 

He  dared  not  run  between  them,  and  it  would  be  madness  to  at¬ 
tempt  to  go  around  the  half  circle. 

There  was  but  one  safe  method,  and  this  was  to  go  under  the  fleet. 
So  he  opened  the  tank  and  let  the  Octopus  sink. 

Down  she  went  for  several  fathoms.  Then  Frank  let  her  run  at  full 
speed  under  water. 

For  several  miles  she  ran  on  in  this  fashion.  Then  curiosity  led  the 
young  inventor, to  accomplish  what  came  near  proving  a  fatal  move. 

He  sent  the  Octopus  again  to  the  surface.  He  expected  to  see  the 
war  ships  far  in  the  rear. 

To  his  consternation  one  was  seen  not  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away. 
Before  Frank  could  send  the  Octopus  down  again  the  catastrophe  oc- 

CUA  siiot  came  from  the  distant  vessel,  and  passed  literally  through 
t  the  cabin  of  the  Octopus,  leaving  a  great  gaping  hole  in  her. 

*  Of  course  it  was  above  the  water  line,  but  it  prevented  her  sinking 
again  for  safety. 

A  cry  of  alarm  pealed  from  the  lips  of  Potolski. 

“My  soul!  We  are  lost!”  . 

Frank  acted  with  the  rapidity  of  thought.  He  knew  that  there  was 
now  but  one  chance. 

This  was  to  get  out  of  range  just  as  quickly  as  possible.  He  knew 
that  the  Octopus  could  sail  faster  than  the  more  cumbersome  war 
vessel 

So  lie  opened  the  motor  lever  and  let  the  submarine  boat  fly.  Shots 
t^flagsuft  and  another  grazed  her  bow.  But  no 
* U  Be  fore  *  he*  TGi rk^c o u  1  d  come  about  ill  his  slow  fashion  the  Octopus 

WIThe  pursuit  now  began  in  earnest.  The  other  ships  joined  in  it. 

But  still  the  Octopus  led.  ..  ..  we  shall 

“  If  we  can  keep  out  of  raDge  until  dark,  said  Frank,  we  snail 

“  But  that  does*  not  wipe  out  all  the  danger,’’  said  Potolski. 

“Why  not?" 

“  We  are  crippled.” 

“  Weca^never  hope  to  pass  the  Bosphorus  or  the  Dardanelles  ex¬ 
cept  under  water."  ,  » 

“  That  is  true  again.  But  we  must  do  the  best  wecan.  >( 

“  We  shall  he  hunted  from  one  eud  of  this  sea  to  the i  other,  er 
Potolski.  “  We  can  never  get  away  overland  with  the  gold.  1 

jeci  is  ruined.”  ,  ,.  ... 

“  Don’t  be  too  sure  of  that,"  said  Frank,  lightly. 

“  Have  you  a  plan?” 

The  Octopus  kept  Increasing  the  distance  between  her  and  her  pur- 
so-rs.  But  sad.lenly  a  sail  showed  dead  ahead. 

Very  soon  it  was  seen  to  he  another  Turkish  war  snip. 

“  By  Jovet"  exclaimed  the  young  inventor,  in  dismay,  is  this  pi  c 
’  alive  with  Turkish  vessels?” 

•'  The  Sultan  has  sont  out  his  entire  fleet,  averred  1  otolski. 

They  were  now  between  two  fires.  Oh,  how  easy  it  would  havo  been 
to  Blip  the  foe  had  the  Octopus  been  able  to  go  to  the  bottom. 

Frank  saw  what  was  his  only  hope.  This  was  to  voer  to  the  oast  a 

try  and  outrun  the  pursuers  on  a  new  tnck.  „m>ln 

This  would  tnko  him  oil  his  course  and  away  from  Constant r not  , 
bu  after  all  this  was  what  he  wanted.  For  it  would  have  been  suici¬ 
dal  to  have  ventured  near  the  Bosphorus  In  his  present  plight. 

The  Turkish  pursuers  changed  their  course.  _ 

It  was  evident  that  they  fell  sure  now  of  eventually  running  th 
prey  to  earth.  But  Frank  was  as  cool  as  ever. 


“We’ll  fool  them  1"  he  said,  carelessly. 

Fortunately  uigbtfall  was  not  an  hour  distant.  By  doubling  on  his 
tack  and  placing  the  sailing  vessels  at  a  disadvantage  in  regatd  to 
wind,  Frank  held  his  distance  until  darkness  shut  dowu. 

Then  he  believed  that  he  had  it  all  his  own  way. 

Yet,  still  another  obstacle  presented  itself.  Suddenly  another  sail 
appeared  in  his  path. 

Another  war  vessel  it  was.  He  was  now  completely  surrounded. 

“By  Jupiter!”  exclaimed  the  young  inventor  in  amazement,  “is 
this  sea  alive  with  war  vessels  ?  What  shall  we  do  now  ?" 

“  Heaven  knows!”  groaued  Potolski. 

“We  are  in  a  trap.”  / 

“  Yes,  but  we  must  never  yield.  Sooner  than  deliver  ourselves  up, 
let  us  sink  tlie  Octopus  and  die  by  drowning." 

“  We  will  do  neither  as  yet,"  said  Frank,  coolly.  “  It  is  now  a  case 
of  dodge.  If  they  don’t  hit  us  under  the  water  hue,  we’U  yet  slide  by 
them.” 

"  Heaven  aid  us!" 

Frank  now  started  away  on  a  new  tack.  He  look  the  widest  space 
between  the  war  vessels. 

On  shot  the  Octopus. 

Darkness  was  coming,  but  not  in  time.  The  fugitives  were  now  be¬ 
tween  two  flying  ships,  and  almost  within  gunshot  of  both. 

Suddenly  the  cannon  balls  began  to  fly.  They  passed  over  and 
around  the  little  craft.  Her  very  smallness  was  her  protection. 

For  the  Turkish  gunners  were  not  of  the  best,  and  the  target  was 
an  exceedingly  small  one. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

FLIGHT  AND  PURSUIT. 

It  was  a  terrific  gantlet  which  the  Octopus  ran.  The  shot  fell 
about  her  like  hail. 

But  the  Yankee  ilag  yet  floated  defiantly  from  her  stern,  and  she 
shot  along  like  a  meteor. 

She  passed  literally  between  the  two  war  vessels  and  again  scam¬ 
pered  out  to  sea.  But  the  whole  cordou  now  began  to  draw  down 

UPI°lDisbpossible  that  had  daylight  continued,  the  little  craft  would  have 

been  cornered.  ......  , 

But  the  night  was  rapidly  shutting  down,  and  with  it  a  dense  fog. 
Under  cover  of  this  her  chances  were  good.  Frank  hung  at  the  key- 

On  ran  the  Octopus  and  thicker  grew  the  fog.  In  a  short  while  it 

was  a  dense  blanket  over  all.  _ , 

The  foe  vanished  from  sight.  Then  Frank  turned  and  ran  b&ok  on 

h'lfwas  all  at  random  in  the  darkness,  but  he  kept  on  with  all  pluck. 
At  times  they  passed  within  easy  hearing  of  the  war  vessels. 

But  they  were  unseen.  The  Octopus  was  safe  for  the  time  he- 

m Potolski  drew  a  deep  breath  of  relief. 

"  That  was  all  very  clever  work,  he  said,  but  what  n“t. 

“  You  shall  see,”  said  Frank.  “  First  1  am  going  for  the  east- 

ern  shore.” 

“  Away  from  Constantinople: 

“Yes.” 

“  You  will  strike  the  Russians  there. 

“  Very  well.  We  will  give  them  the  slip,  too.  „ 

“  1  have  nothing  but  admiration  for  your  generalship,  said  Po¬ 
tolski.  “  It  has  brought  us  out  of  a  serious  scrape. 

“rttwMUferey ' 'simple  work,"  he  said-”  only  a  case  of  dodge.” 
Through  the  fog  the  Octopus  for  hours  made  au  easleru  course. 

DTyheghsUr«eoftc“casia  were  plainly  visible  in  the  light  of  the 

01  0  Sl*’ 

^aK.^  the  Caucasian  shore  and  ran 

into  it.  Here  anchor  was  dropped. 

11  Then  he  opened  the  cabin  door  anil  stepped  out  on  deck. 

and  badly  warped. 

Frank  examined  it  carefully. 

“  What  do  you  think  of  it?”  asked  Potolski.  eagerly. 

«  It  can  be  easily  prepared,”  replied  Frank,  coolly. 

“  You  don't  mean  ill” 

Fra nK  called  to  Barney  to  bring  tools  anil  a  portable  electric  forge 
^^^.rvS-made  smooth.  Then  a 

bilHi:ethis  wlrho^  «  S? ‘steel  at  Intervals  of  half  an  inch. 

-  -  ■ 

r; rrJmr  *>».  - — 

T JSr  aToyrul  TauXn  to  PoTolski.  He  could  hardly  con.aln 

b'»  You  ftre  a  wonderful  man,  Frank  Reade,  Jr..”  he  said.  ”  There 
are  few  could  hove  done  such  wonders. 
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*•  Only  n  little  forethought,”  said  Frank,  modestly.  “  We  could 
not  have  done  it  had  we  not  provided  ourselves  with  the  necessary 
tools  and  materials  before  leaving  home.” 

••  We  can  now  hope  to  puss  the  Turkish  Dardanelles  safely.” 

“  Burring  accident." 

“  Of  course." 

11  No  doubt  we  shall  find  many  submarine  mines  and  torpedoes  there. 
We  must  be  on  our  guard.” 

“  Just  sol" 

All  of  the  voyagers  were  exhausted.  They  had  slept  but  little  for 
two  Jays  and  nights. 

So  Frank  suggested  that  they  embrace  the  opportunity  for  a  bit  of 
rest.  But  Barney  and  Pomp  declared  they  could  uot  sleep  in  the  day¬ 
time. 

“  Very  well,"  said  Frank.  “  We  will  remain  here  until  to-morrow 
morning.  Then  we  will  start  for  Constantinople.” 

.  This  delighted  the  two  jokers.  They  had  been  studying  the  rugged 
coast  and  were  anxious  for  an  opportunity  to  go  ashore. 

This  they  did,  while  Frank  and  Potolski  rested  on  board. 

The  two  jokers  soon  returned  with  a  line  bag  of  game,  as  wild  ducks 
and  geese  were  pleuty.  Thus  the  day  drifted  slowly  away. 

That  night  all  slept  soundly. 

When  daybreak  came  the  Octopus  was  once  more  en  route  for  Con¬ 
stantinople.  But  on  emerging  from  the  little  bay,  Potolski  clutched 
Frank’s  arm. 

“  We  should  not  have  been  safe  here  much  longer,”  he  said. 

He  pointed  to  a  distant  while  sail  far  up  the  coast.  That  it  was 
one  of  the  war  ships  was  certain. 

Like  Sleuth  hounds  they  were  yet  in  quest  of  their  prey.  But  this 
time  the  Octopus  had  no  reason  to  fear  them. 

It  would  be  only  necessary  to  keep  out  of  the  range  of  their  big  guns 
to  be  assured  of  safety. 

The  distant  war  ship  appeared  to  have  sighted  the  Octopus,  for  sud¬ 
denly  it  changed  its  course.  It  began  very  quickly  to  give  chase. 

“  We’re  in  (or  it,”  cried  Frank.  “  No  doubt  they  will  chase  us  all 
the  way  to  Constantinople.” 

“  But  wdl  they  catch  usf” 

“  Not  much.’’ 

For  hours  the  white  sail  hung  on  the  horizon.  But  it  gradually  °rew 
smaller  and  smaller  until  finally  it  disappeared  altogether.  ° 

The  run  across  the  Black  Sea  was  made  in  quick  time.  Almost  be¬ 
fore  the  voyagers  realized  it,  one  morning  the  headlands  of  the  Bos¬ 
phorus  showed  before  them. 

The  narrow  strait  was  filled  with  Turkish  vessels.  Fraiik  did  not 
venture  too  near  with  the  Octopus. 

He  did  quite  a  bit  of  recouuoitering  first.  Then  he  finally  decided 
upon  a  plan  of  action. 

;;  i  believe  we  can  run  through  there  safely  after  dark,”  he  said. 

Why  not  make  the  submarine  journey?”  asked  Potolski. 

“  For  the  fact  that  we  might  get  into  trouble  with  some  of  their 
torpedoes  or  submarine  mines.” 

“  Y(?a  are  ri*ht,”  agreed  the  Pole;  “  let  us  take  the  safest  course.” 
bo  the  Octopus  hung  low  on  the  horizon  until  darkness  shut  down, 
men  it  drew  slowly  down  toward  the  danger  point. 

Day  and  night  tha  utmost  vigilance  was  maintained  by  the  Turks  at 
this  entrance  to  the  bay  of  Constantinople.  It  was  as  if  they  were 
constantly  dreading  the  attack  of  a  foe.  3 

darkneSCt0PUS  Bl‘a  noiseIe88ly  down  int0  tlle  channel  in  tho  pitchy 


The  great  black  hulled  vessels  lay  swinging  at  their  moorings.  The 
forts  on  either  side  were  ablaze  with  electric  lights. 


It  was  a  fatal  thing 


Here  guards  were  constantly  on  the  parapets, 
for  them  should  they  relax  their  vigilance. 

Silently  the  Octopns  glided  into  the  strait. 

ltetpieng  atharp  loVkoT16  ^  FraDk  WM  at  the  keybo!irJ- 

ih^ntl|irllt  °n  b,oard  wa9  oat-  Frank’s  Bnger  was  constantly  on 
sary  k  ready  t0  8“'k  tbe  0ctopus  instantly,  if  it  became  neces- 

JZ  8n„Wha3  WeU,,int0  the  channel.  Just  ahead  was  a  great  war 
guns  ‘  °  “  UeCk8  Wero  Snards,  and  at  her  open  ports  were  heavy 

iurtariihtD8»52n,?  '  nhW  rigsinff*  B,,t  Frank  estimated  the  distance 
J  Like  a  Llrnrl  , L  n°Ct0pi,S  glide<1  by  the  omer  fringe  of  gloom. 
Already  ihlo  1 18  8al'marlne  boat  went  on  through  the  gantlet. 

B“cl‘ *•“ 

ness°W  Suddenly  a  briehtHffht^.V'0  g?r<l,  8,hlp8,  ,aded  into  tbe  dark- 

voices  were  "  elrd.*  0ctopQ8’  prow  t0  the  right  quick  as  a  flash.  Loud 

shot  into  viewttvery88udden?vlr  D°  <?°?bt  a  Government  launch.  It  had 

about,  and  the  Octopus'bmtlf/T  ^rief*  Frank  pressed  the  helm  hard 
side  or  the  channel.  ‘  °‘leU  ,or  a  llen8e  wal1  of  gloom  on  the  north 

death.  FrankTnew  thii8.merSeti  *“  il  in  time?  Discovery  now  meant 
««  ou/to  p'atrol  Z 


Perhaps  she  had  been  permitted  to  entor  unmolested  that  she  might 
become  entrapped.  All  these  things  passed  rapidly  through  Frank’s 
mind. 

It  was  certain  that  for  a  moment  the  fate  of  the  Octopus  hung  in  the 
balance. 

On  came  the  launch. 

A  small  search-light  in  her  bow  made  a  narrow  pathway  of  radiance 
ahead.  The  voyagers  clung  to  the  cabin  windows  and  watched  her. 

Every  nerve  was  tense  and  taut  as  a  fiddle  string.  One  moment 
more,  and  tbe  bank  of  blackness  would  bide  the  Octopus. 

The  next  moment  she  did  shoot  into  it  like  an  arrow. 

But  at  that  very  instant  a  shout  came  from  tho  launch.  Almost  in¬ 
stantly  the  small  search-light  was  turned  upon  the  Octopus. 

Then  a  chorus  of  yells  went  up,  and  pistol  shots  rang  out.  This 
was  an  alarm  signal. 

Lights  flashed  from  ships  to  shore.  A  cannon  boomed  in  the  dis¬ 
tant  tort.  F.'ank  knew  that  the  crisis  had  come. 

He  could  have  sunk  the  Octopus  in  an  instant. 

But  be  remembered  the  torpedoes,  and  chose  to  run  the  gantlet 
without  risking  an  encounter  with  them  if  lie  cculd. 

He  acted  quickly  and  with  great  determination.  He  turned  on  the 
powerful  rays  of  his  search-light. 

Down  tlie  channel  he  sent  a  brief  flash.  Then  across  to  the  forts 
and  back  to  the  other  shore. 

Then  ho  extinguished  it.  That  one  brief  sweeping  glance  told  him 
just  how  matters  stood. 

This  was  what  he  wanted  to  know.  Quick  as  a  flash  the  Octo¬ 
pus  shot  on  down  the  channel. 

Frank  saw  that  a  clear  course  was  before  him.  A  short  wavs 
beyond  was  the  entrance  to  the  Sea  of  Marmora. 

On  rushed  the  Octopus  like  a  specter.  Tremendous  commotion 
was  in  the  rear. 

The  alarm  had  spread,  and  forts  and  ships  were  flashing  search¬ 
lights  everywhere.  Launches  were  flyiiig  about,  and  all  was  ex- 
citement. 

them8”  J°Te!”  cried  Franki  “once  we  enter  the  bay  we  will  fool 
Potolski  was  intensely  excited. 

“ 1  am  praying  for  our  success,"  he  said.  •*  Oh,  Mr.  Reade. 
you  are  performing  such  a  wonder  as  few  others  could  do.  These 
straits  are  considered  impregnable.” 

“  To  a>l  save  the  submarine  boat.”  laughed  Frank.  “  But  we 
must  not  count  our  chickens  too  Boon.  We  are  not  through  them 
yet.  lhere  are  barriers  yet  before  ns  of  a  terrible  kind.” 

CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  END. 

“Ah,  but  the  Dardanelles  are  not  to  be  compared  with  the  Bosnhor- 
Rf>  declared  Potolski;  “  to  be  sure  there  are  great- forts  there,  but 
the  Sultan  has  given  especial  efforts  to  fortifying  the  Bosphorus  on 
account  of  Russia. 

out  fir ansray  be!  ’  aSreed  FraDk;  “  bUt  tbey  wil1  now  be  0D  the  look- 

“  Oh,  1 believe  you.  I  think  we  can  be  none  Hoo  guarded  in  our 
course.  Bat  we  have  just  won  a  triumph.” 

“  I  am  satisfied!” 

“So  am  I!” 

stanUnoVie?  B°8pboru8  tbe  Octopa8  now  ran  and  into  the  bay  of  Con- 
Scutari  on  one  side  and  the  capital  of  Turkey  on  the  other  On 
galleys.  8  “pp,ng’  bul  they  were  mostly  merchant  vessels  and 

None  of  these  dreamed  that  shooting  through  their  midst  was  a  ™ 
sel  which  all  the  Sultan’s  navy  had  in  vain  tried  to  capture 
A  little  insignificant  craft,  with  its  Yankee  captain  had  set  at  d.n 

ZZnl1'0  lTnUity,?f  Ul?  Turk3-  Had  pa88ed  tho* most  impregnable 

waterway  in  the  world  with  the  greatest  of  ease. 

One  shot  from  cue  of  the  heavy  cannon  frowning  down  nr,nn  *u 

wMl  n-  7h°Ukl-  1,aV,0  a",,illilaled  the  little  craft.  Bui  as  elusive  a^a 
will-o  -the-wisp,  the  Octopus  evaded  that  shot  8lve  as  a 

ringbolt0"2  "“riCale  ma98  °'  aDCl,ored  ve8sela  raQ  8>‘t>ma- 

a  guifwTs  Cflred  ^  °n  “  8Mp’8  decK  baii0d  “’em.  But  not 

had°not  la“nChe8  Were  bo‘  P™it.  But  they 

The  city  of  Constantinople,  the  Star  or  the  East  with  ita 
scene.’  *  l°  tbe  U°rtb'  T"e  voya=8r8  S-eduU  thfenBvem^ 

morrowr  asked' S?"  “  WiffTh^noTbeTbU  soTe»"  b<>  8aying  t0’ 

I  have  no  doubt  of  it.”  replied  Potolski  *•  i*  •«  .. 

“'“Pol  whatrdemiUUlea  fr0"‘  Ule  Uult8d  States  Govelnment1.”"'  reP' 

“  They  havemi'claftn  upout?’8  lbr°Ugh  l"eir  r0bber  ^b88"’ 

think  they  will  not  t / y "to ‘'el't aid i sh° a  c  1  "U‘e  rapaciou8  Tark  H  you 
Frank  laughed  at  this.  ‘  ’ 

be- 

Yet  she  has  no  legal  claim.”  C  80  ^088,a»  if  any  nation, 


1  + 


the  black  LAGOON. 


he  said;  “  it  gives  the  enemy  a 
attempt  the  Dardanelles  in  day- 


™«Octop,,s  had  eluded  her  pursuers  and  was  now  in  the  sea  of 
Marmora.  Frauk  now  changed  his  plans. 

ni*'JV>®iCttUI1-0IL  “!afh  lt;e  Dardanelles  iu  time  to  attempt  a  passage  to- 

PotolskFs ‘/aw  cloSued’ “  C“U  tbr0Ugb  lo-,nor,ow 

"  Procrastination  is  dangerous,” 
chance  to  prepare  a  trap.” 

"Yet  it  would  be  madness  to 
light.” 

“  Unless  under  water!” 

“  That  is  risky!” 

“  Very  true!  Then  what  is  your  plan?” 

,  ''This,  ’  said  Frank.  “  We  will  sink  the  boat  and  remain  quietly  at 
the  bottom  of  the  Sea  of  Marmora  until  to-morrow  night.  Then  we  will 
try  to  run  the  blockade  as  we  did  in  the  Bosphorus.  If  we  cannot  we 
will  try  the  submarine  trick.” 

.“  Very  well,”  agreed  Potolski.  "  Your  discernment  is  greater  than 
mine,  and  has  carried  us  safely  through  thus  far.” 

“I  do  not  wish  to  undertake  anything  foolhardy,”  said  Frank. 
“  There  are  many  chances  against  us.” 

“  Indeed  there  are.  But  vou  will  not  sink  the  boat  yet?” 
k  “  Not  until  almost  in  the  mouth  of  the  Dardanelles.” 

“  Correct." 

For  hours  the  Octopus  sailed  on.  At  times  the  thunder  of  guns 
sounded  in  their  rear. 

But  Frank  knew  that  they  had  successfully  eluded  the  foe.  For  the 
time  being  they  were  safe. 

Yet  they  were  still  in  the  maws  of  a  gigantic  trap. 

In  the  Sea  of  Marmora,  they  were  between  the  Bosphoros  and  the 
Dardanelles.  Either  was  considered  almost  impassable  by  the  strong¬ 
est  ship  of  war.  D 


Strategy  had  brought  the  Octopus  thus  far  on  the  journey.  Whether 
it  would  carry  her  through  the  Dardanelles  or  not,  it  was  impossible 

to  say. 

Doubtless  the  Turkish  authorities  would  take  every  precaution  to 
prevent  her  passage  of  the  Dardanelles. 

But  Frank  said  grimly: 

••  The  only  method  by  which  they  can  stop  me  that  I  know  of,  is  to 
spread  a  steel  net  across  the  strait  or  build  a  dam  or  dry  the  passage 
up.” 

Of  course  he  feared  the  torpedoes  more  or  less.  Yet  he  had  the 
power  with  ordinary  precaution  to  disarm  them. 

Potolski  was  not  so  sanguine. 

"It  is  my  opinion,”  he  said,  “  that  we  will  have  to  make  a  submar¬ 
ine  passage  of  the  Dardanelles.” 

"  All  right,”  agreed  Frank,  "  if  we  have  to  we  will.” 

The  day  passed  by  the  voyagers  at  the  bottom  of  the  Sea  of  Marmora 
was  an  uneventful  one. 

They  passed  it  mostly  in  sleep.  But  when  the  clock  announced  that 
darkness  had  again  shut  down  in  the  upper  world  ail  were  astir. 

Frank  made  everything  ready  for  the  possibility  of  being  obliged  to 
grapple  with  torpedoes.  Then  he  sent  the  Octopus  to  the  surface. 

As  good  fortune  had  it,  it  was  another  inky  black  night. 

The  sky  was  overcast  with  clouds  and  the  distant  dull  boom  of 
thunder  announced  an  oncoming  storm. 

“  Wo  must  make  the  effort  before  midnight,”  said  Frank. 

“Why?”  asked  Potolski. 

"Easy  enough.  The  lightning  will  get  to  playing  before  then, 
and  it  might  give  us  away  1” 

“  Then  why  not  try  it  at  once  ?” 

"  We  had  better  go  slow  1" 

Frank  hovered  about  the  entrance  to  the  strait  for  some  while. 
Then  he  let  the  Octopus  gently  glide  between  the  two  rocky  shores. 

She  was  in  the  Dardanelles. 

On  either  side  were  the  awful  forts  with  their  tiers  of  guns  cap¬ 
able  of  riddling  every  inch  of  the  strait’s  surface  with  shot  and  shell. 
jJThe  strongest  ironclad  ship  would  hardly  face  such  a  possibility  of 
extinction.  Yet  the  frail  Octopus  was  gliding  along  between  these 
two  deadly  tornadoes  ready  to  burst  upon  her. 

Frank’s  nerves  were  steel. 

His  hand  was  upon  the  tank  lever,  his  gaze  strained  into  the  gloom. 

He  could  tell  that  he  was  in  the  channel  Birnply  by  moans  of  the 
high  cliffs  outlined  agaicst  the  murky  sky.  Steadily  on  glided  the 
Octopus. 

It  was  an  awful  strain.  Of  course  no  light  could  be  used  aboard 
the  submarine  boat. 

Consequently  they  could  never  be  sure  that  the  channel  was  clear 
before  them.  They  might  collide  at  any  moment  with  some  terrible 
destroyer. 

Several  times  Frank  thought  that  they  were  discovered. 


Once  a  search-light  from  one  of  the  forts  played  up  the  channel 

nmo  ih  !D“le  y  the  Octcpus  did  not  come  in  its  path,  though  at  one 
time  this  was  not  fifty  yards  away. 


Would  they  deceive  the  Turks  this 


On  glided  the  Octopus. 

The  voyagers  held  their  breath, 
time  ? 

Time  was  passing. 

They  were  well  into  the  strait. 

let  many  miles  lay  before  them,  and  almost  every  foot  of  the  dis- 
was  beset  with  peril  most  deadly.  The  chances  were  a  dozen 
to  one  against  them. 

n  *a5'  u,)on  his  face,  with  an  ear  to  the  pilot  house  window, 

suddenly  he  whispered: 

M  Mistiier  Frank!" 

1  Well?” 


“  Shure  there’s  something  dead  ahead!” 

In  an  instant  Frank  pressed  the  button  reversing  the  propeller. 
The  Octopus  came  to  a  full  stop.  H  y 

The  dull  heaving  of  a  steam  boiler  could  be  plainly  heard.  Then 
the  swish  of  water  followed. 

Some  craft  was  passing  within  a  few  yards.  That  it  was  a  govern¬ 
ment  launch  there  was  no  doubt. 

That  it  was  groping  about  looking  for  the  Octopus  was  quite  cer- 
tain.  Again  it  was  certain  that  it  would  fail  in  its  mission. 

For  it  passed  swiftly  by  and  went  on  into  the  gloom.  The  voyagers 
drew  a  deep  breatli  of  relief. 

“  We  are  past  the  heaviest  forts,”  said  Potolski,  finally.  “God 
grant  that  we  may  pass  the  rest!” 

But  it  was  not  to  be  supposed  that  the  Dardanelles  were  to  be 
left,  open  for  ttie  passage  of  the  escaping  Octopus.  Once  again  a 
distant  sound  of  steam  was  heard. 

Then  suddenly  from  one  of  the  forts  a  flash  light  showed  np  the 
Channel.  To  the  surprise  of  our  adventurers,  they  saw  a  line  of 
gunboats  extended  across  the  channel. 

Chains  were  suspended  between  these  boats.  Instantly  Frank 
opened  the  tank  valve  and  the  Octopus  sank. 

And  now  began  a  long  and  tedious  task.  Frank  and  Barney 
went  out  on  the  bow  with  piucers.  For  hours  they  worked  stead- 
ily. 

In  the  distance  of  a  mile  they  reckoned  that  more  than  one  hun¬ 
dred  torpedo  wires  had  been  cut. 

Had  any  one  of  these  exploded  the  result  must  have  been  deadly. 
The  greatest  of  skill  and  care  was  used. 

When  finally  the  Octopus  came  to  the  surface  she  was  far  ont  of 
the  deadly  gateway  and  beyond  peril.  The  Turks  did  not  discover 
this  fact  for  a  week,  but  kept  the  cordon  of  boats  waiting  for  her 
appearance. 

The  last  ordeal  was  past.  A  clear  course  now  lay  before  our  adven¬ 
turers. 

Across  the  Mediterranean  the  Octopus  sped,  and  through  the  Straits 
of  Gibraltar.  Then  she  was  safe  from  frowning  guns,  and  avaricious 
and  unscrupulous  monarchs. 

Three  weeks  later  she  passed  under  the  guns  of  Fort  Hamilton  in 
New  York  harbor  safe  and  free.  Here  Potolski  landed  and  deposited 
his  gold  in  a  safety  vault.  He  gave  Barney  and  Pomp  a  princely 
share  of  it,  but  Frank  refuseu  any.  The  Octopus  then  returned  to 
Readestown. 

A  month  later  Potolski  nnd  Frank  were  both  summoned  to  Washing¬ 
ton  by  the  Secretary  of  State. 

A  complaint  from  the  Turkish  Government,  through  their  Minister 
Murad  Bey,  had  been  received,  to  the  effect  that  several  Americans,  in 
a  ship-of-war,  had  flagrantly  set  the  laws  of  Turkey  at  defiance  and 
run  the  Dardanelles  with  a  stolen  treasure  recovered  from  Turkish  soil. 
Demand  was  made  by  the  SultaD  for  the  return  of  the  same  and  the 
heads  of  the  culprits. 

When  the  Honorable  Secretary  heard  the  story  as  told  by  Frank  and 
easily  substantiated,  he  laughed. 

"It  is  evident  thnt  Turkey  as  well  as  Russia,  has  not  yet  emerged 
from  the  ruck  of  mediaeval  times,”  he  said.  “  I  think  you  can  rest 
secure  It:  the  recovery  of  your  gold,  Count  Potolski.  Good  luck  to  you 
and  your  colonization  scheme.  I  will  explain  all  to  Murad  Bey.” 

“This  is  truly  the  land  of  the  free  and  a  haven  for  the  oppressed,’’ 
said  Potolski,  fervently. 

And  so  ended  the  incident.  When  the  Sultan  learned  that  there 
was  a  possibility  of  reparation  being  demanded  from  him  for  Inhuman 
treatment  of  an  American  subject,  he  dropped  his  little  game  of  blurt. 

This  ends  our  story. 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  and  Barney  and  Pomp  are  at  present  in  Reades¬ 
town.  Count  Potolski  is  in  the  West  formulating  his  colonization 
scheme. 
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to  ladies  on  all  subjects;  also  letters  of  intr 
duction,  notes  and  requoete.  Price  10  cent 
St^itfNew ' y  ^0UB°7’  PubHaber,  29  West  2 Q\ 


No.  13.  How  to  l>o  It;  or,  Book  of  Kti- 
quette.— It  is  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that 
every  young  man  desires  to  know  all  about. 
Send  10  cents  and  get  it.  There's  happiness  in 
it.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West 
26th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  14.  How  to  Make  Candy — A  complete 
hand-book  for  making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice¬ 
cream,  syrnps.  essences,  etc.,  etc.  Price  10  cento. 
Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  New  York. 

No.  IB.  How  to  Become  Rich.—' This  won¬ 
derful  book  presents  you  with  the  example  and 
life  experience  of  some  of  the  most  noted  and 
wealthy  men  in  the  world,  including  the  self- 
made  men  of  our  country.  Tho  book  is  edited 
by  one  of  the  most  successful  men  of  tho  present 
ago,  whose  own  example  is  in  itself  guide  enough 
for  those  who  aspire  to  fame  and  money,  i  ho 
book  will  give  you  tho  secret.  Price  10  cents. 
Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  New  York. 

No.  16.  Ilow  to  Keep  a  Window  Garden.— 
Containing  full  instructions  for  constructing  a 
window  garden  either  in  town  or  country* 
and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising 
beautiful  flowers  at  home.  The  most  complete 
book  of  the  kind  ever  published.  Price  10  cents. 
Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  WoBt  20th 
Street,  New  York. 

No.  17.  How  to  Dress.— Containing  full  in¬ 
struction  in  the  art  of  dressing  and  appearing 
•well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  tho  selections 
of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made 
up.  Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey, 
publisher,  29  West  26th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  18.  How  to  Become  Beautiful. — One  of 
the  brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books 
ever  given  to  the  world.  Everybody  wishes  to 
know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  cost¬ 
less.  Read  this  book  and  do  convinced  how  to 
become  beautiful.  Price  10  cents.  Address 
Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th  Street, 
New  York. 

No.  19.  Frank  Tousey’*  United  States  Dis¬ 
tance  Tables,  Pocket  Companion  and  Guide. 
—Giving  the  official  distances  on  all  the  rail¬ 
roads  of  the  United  States  and  Canada.  Also 
table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports, 
hack  fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the 
census,  etc.,  etc.,  making  it  one  of  the  most 
complete  and  handy  books  published.  Price  10 
cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29 
West  26th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  20.  How  to  Kntertain  an  Evening  Par¬ 
ty.— A  very  valuable  little  book  just  published. 
A  complete  compendium  of  games,  sports,  card- 
diversions,  comic  recreations,  etc.,  suitable  for 
parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  con¬ 
tains  more  for  tne  money  than  any  book  pub¬ 
lished.  Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey, 
publisher,  29  West  26th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  21.  How  to  Hunt  and  Fish. — The  mos, 
complete  hunting  and  flailing  guide  ever  pub¬ 
lished.  It  contains  full  instructions  about  guns, 
hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishiug,  to¬ 
gether  with  descriptions  of  game  and  flsht 
Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  publish¬ 
er,  29  West  26th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  22.  How  to  Do  Second  Sight. — Heller’s 
second  sight  explained  by  his  former  assistant, 
Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how  tho  secret  dia¬ 
logues  wore  carried  on  between  the  magician 
and  the  boron  the  stage;  also  giving  all  the 
codes  and  signals.  The  only  authentic  explana¬ 
tion  of  second  sight.  Price  10  cento.  Address 
Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th  Street, 
New  York. 

No.  23.  How  to  Explain  Dreams.— Every¬ 
body  dreams,  from  the  little  child  to  the  aged 
man  and  woman.  This  little  book  gives  the  ex¬ 
planation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with 
lucky  and  unlucky  days,  and  “  Napoleon’s  Orac- 
ulum,”  the  book  of  fate.  Price  10  cents.  Ad¬ 
dress  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  New  York. 

No.  24.  How  to  Write  Letters  to  Gentle¬ 
men.— Containing  full  directions  for  writing 
to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects;  also  giving  sam¬ 
ple  letters  for  instruction.  Price  10  cents.  Ad¬ 
dress  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  New  York. 

No.  25.  How  to  Become  a  Gymnast.— Con¬ 
taining  full  instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gym¬ 
nastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises.  Embrac¬ 
ing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor  W. 
Macdonald.  A  handy  and  useful  book.  Prioe 


No.  20.  How  to  Row,  Sail  and  Build  a 
Boat.— Fully  illustrated.  Every  boy  should 
know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  bout.  Full  instruc¬ 
tions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with 
instructions  on  swimming  and  riding,  com  pan- 
ion  sports  to  boatiag.  Prioe  lb  oents.  Address 
Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  28th  Street, 
New  York. 

No.  27.  flow  to  Recite  and  Book  of  Reci¬ 
tations.— Containing  the  most  popular  selec¬ 
tions  in  use.  comprising  Dutch  dialect,  French 
dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  togeth¬ 
er  with  many  standard  readings.  Price  lOceata. 
Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  Now  York. 

No.  28.  How  to  Tell  Fortunes.— Everyone 
is  desirous  of  knowing  what  his  future  life  will 
bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or  misery, 
wealt  h  or  povery.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at 
this  little  book.  Buy  ono  and  be  convinced. 
Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell  the  fortune  of  your 
friends.  Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey, 
publisher,  29  West  28th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  29.  .How  to  Become  an  Inventor — 
Every  boy  should  know  how  inventions  origin¬ 
ate.  This  book  explains  them  all,  giving  exam¬ 
ples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  op¬ 
tics,  pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.,  etc.  Tho 
most  instructive  book  published.  Price  10  cents. 
Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  New  York. 


No.  30.  How  to  Cook.— One  of  the  most  in¬ 
structive  books  on  cooking  ever  published.  It 
contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats,  fish,  game, 
and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all 
kinds  of  pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  reci¬ 
pes  by  one  of  our  most  popular  cooks.  Only  10 
cents  per  copy.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  pub¬ 
lisher,  29  West  26th  street,  New  York. 


No.  31.  How  to  Become  a  Speaker. — Con¬ 
taining  fourteen  illustrations,  giving  the  differ¬ 
ent  positions  requisite  to  become  a  good  speak¬ 
er,  reader  and  cloeutionist.  Also  containing 
gems  from  all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and 
poetry,  arranged  m  the  most  simple  and  con 
cise  manner  possible.  Price  10  cents.  Address 
Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th  Street, 
New  York. 


No.  32.  How  to  Ride  a  Bicycle. — Hand¬ 
somely  illustrated,  and  containing  full  direc¬ 
tions  for  mounting,  riding  and  managing  a  bi¬ 
cycle,  fully  explained  with  practical  illustra¬ 
tions;  also  drections  for  ricking  out  a  machine. 
Price  10  cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  publish¬ 
er,  29  West  26th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  33.  How  to  Behave. — Containing  tho 
rules  and  etiquette  of  good  society  and  t  he  easi¬ 
est  and  most  approved  methods  of  appearing  to 
good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theater, 
church,  and  in  tho  drawing-room.  Price  10 
cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29 
West  26th  Street,  New  York. 

No.  34.  How  to  Fence.— Containing  full  in¬ 
struction  for  fencing  and  the  use  of  the  broad¬ 
sword;  also  instruction  in  archery.  Described 
with  twi 
the  bcet- 
Price  10 
lishcr,  25 

35.  H.w  to  Play  Games. — A  complete 
and  useful  little  book,  containing  the  rules  and 
regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle.  budfeam- 
mon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc.  Prioe  16  cents. 
Address  Frank  Tousey,  publisher,  29  West  26th 
Street,  New  York. 


Bnty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving 
positions  in  fencing.  A  complete  book, 
cents.  Address  Frank  Tousey,  pub- 
1  West  26th  Street,  New  York. 


rv.w.«»n  ionium  rums.— con¬ 

taining  all  the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day 
amusing  riddles,  curious  catches  and  witty  say- 
inKs  Price  10  cents.  Address  Prank  Tousey. 
publisher,  29  West  26th  Street,  New  York. 

11  to  K,'«P  Hon»e.-It  contains 

wn?n  ?"  '?,rfVeIZbodT',bo5  s'  Kirls-  men  and 
women,  it  will  teach  you  how  to  make  almost 
anything  around  the  house,  each  as  parlor  or- 
naments,  brackets  cements,  aeoluui  harps,  and 
bird  lime  for  catching  birds.  Price  10  cants. 
Address  Frank  Tousey.  publisher,  29  Weet  26th 
street.  New  York. 

No.  38.  How  to  Become  Tour  Own  Doctor. 
A  wonderful  book,  containing  useful  and 
information  in  I  ho  treatment  of  ordV 
f«i2i.  a!*.d  njhnenta  common  to  every 

"J 'JJT-  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  reci- 
Sr,“Ro  #  ual.r00,"plaintR-  Price  w  cents.  Ad- 

BtSrt,  publiBher'  29  'Ve8t  Klh 
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LATEST  ISSUES  OF  THE  FIVE  CENT  COMIC  LIBRARY. 


77  Jack  Ready’s  School  Scrapes,  by  Peter  Pad 

78  Muldoon.  the  Solid  Man,  by  Tom  Teaser 

79  Joe  Junk,  the  Whaler;  or,  Anywhere  for  Kun, 

by  Peter  Pad 

80  The  Deacon’s  Son;  or,  The  Imp  of  the  Village. 

by  Tom  'Teaser 

81  Behind  the  Scenes;  or,  Out  With  a  New  York 

Combination.  by  Peter  Pad 

The  Fanny  Four,  by  Peter  Pad 

Muldoon 's  Base  Ball  Club,  by  Torn  Teaser 

Muldoou’s  Base  Ball  Club  in  Boston,  by  Torn  Teaser 
A  Bad  Egg;  ort  Hard  to  Crack,  by  Tom  Teaser 
Sam;  or.  The  Troublesome  Foundling.  _  , 

by  Peter  Pad 

Muldoon’s  Bose  Ball  Club  in  Philadelphia, 

by  Tom  Teaser 

Jimmy  Grimes;  or.  Sharp.  Smart  and  Sassy. 

by  Tom  Teaser 

Little  Tommy  Bounce;  or.  Something  Like  Ilis 
Dad,  by  Peter  Pad 

Muldoon’s  Picnic,  by  Tom  Teaser 

Little  Tommy  Bonnceon  His  Travels;  or,  Doiug 
America  for  Fun,  bv  Peter  Pad 

Boarding-School;  or,  Sam  Bowser  at  work  and 

Play.  by  Peter  Pad 

Next  Door;  or.  The  Irish  Twins,  by  Tom  ’Teaser 
The  Aldermen  Sweeneys  of  New  York. 

by  Tom  Teaser 

A  Bad  Boy’s  Note  Book,  by 

A  Bad  Boy  at  School,  bjr*  Ed 

97  Jimmy  Grimes,  Jr.;  or,  the  Torment  of  the  Vil¬ 

lage,  by  Tom  Teaser 

98  Jack  and  Jim;  or.  Rackets  and  Scrapes  at 

School,  by  Tom  leaser 

99  The  Book  Agent’s  Luck,  hy  "  Kd  ” 

100  Muldoon’s  Boarding  House,  by  lorn  leaser 

101  Muldoon’s  Brother  Dan.  by  Tom  leaser 

102  The  Traveling  Dude:  or.  The  Comical  Advent¬ 

ures  of  Clarence  Fitz  Roy  Jones,  by  Torn  Teaser 

103  Senator  Muldoon,  by  Tom  Teaser 

104  The  Shortys’  Minstrels;  or.  Working  the  Same 

Old  Rackets,  _  by  Peter  Pad 

105  The  Comical  Adventures  of  Two  Dudes, 

by  Tom  Teaser 

106  Muldoon,  the  Cop.  Part  I,  by  Tom  Teaser 

107  Muldoon,  the  Cop.  Part  II.  by  lorn  leaser 

108  Billy  Moss;  or,  From  One  Thing  to  Another. 

by  Tom  Teaser 

109  Truthful  Jack;  or.  On  Board  the  Nancy  Jane, 

by  l  om  Teaser 

110  Fred  Fresh;  or.  As  Green  as  Grass,  by  l  om  Teaser 

111  The  Deacon’s  Boy;  or.  The  Worst  in  Town. 

by  Peter  Pad 


112  Johnny  Brown  «fc  Co.  at  School;  or.  The  Deac¬ 

on’s  Boy  at  His  Old  Tricks,  by  Peter  Pad 

113  Jim,  Jack  and  Jim;  or.  Three  Hard  Nnts  to 

Crack,  by  'Tom  Teaser 

114  Smart  A  Co.,  the  Boy  Peddlers,  by  Peter  Pad 

115  The  Two  Boy  Clowns;  oi,  A  Summer  With  a 

Circus,  by  Tom  Teaser 

116  Bonny  Bounce;  or,  A  Block  of  the  Old  Chip. 

by  Peter  Pad 

117  Young  Dick  Plunket;  or.  The  Trials  aud  'Tribu¬ 

lations  of  Ebenezer  Crow,  by  Sam  Smiley 

118  Muldoon  in  Ireland;  or.  The  Solid  Mun  on  t lie 

Old  Sod,  by  'Tom  'Teaser 

119  Muldoon’s  Grocery  Store.  Parti,  hy  Tom  'Teaser 

120  Muldoon’a  Grocery  Store.  Part  II,  by  Tom  Teuser 

121  Bob  Bright;  or,  A  Boy  of  Business  and  Fun. 

Part  I,  by  Tom  'Teaser 

122  Bob  Bright;  or,  A  Boy  of  Business  and  Fun. 

Part  11,  by  'Tom  Teaser 

123  Muldoou’s  Trip  Around  the  World.  Parti, 


124  Muldoon’s  Trip  Around  the  World. 


by  Tom  Teaser 
Part  II, 
by  Tom  Teaser 
by  Tom  Teaser 
by  Tom  Teaser 
by  Tom  Teaser 
by  Peter  Pad 


125  Muldoon’s  Hotel.  Part  I. 

126  Muldoon  s  Hotel.  Part  II, 

127  Muldoon’s  Christmas, 

128  The  Shores’  Christmas  Rackets, 

129  Sam  Smart,  Jr.;  or.  Following  in  the  Footsteps 

of  His  Dad.  Part  1.  by  Peter  Pad 

130  Sam  Smart,  Jr,;  or.  Following  in  the  Footsteps 

of  His  Dad.  Part  II,  by  Peter  Pad 

131  Three  of  Us;  or,  Hustling  for  Boodle  aod  Fun. 

Part  I.  by  Tom  Teaser 

132  Three  of  Us;  or,  Hustling  for  Boodle  and  Fun. 

Part  II.  by  Tom  Teaser 

133  Out  For  Fun;  or  Six  Months  With  a  Show. 

uy  Peter  Pad 

134  Diok  Duck,  the  Boss  of  the  Town,  by  Tom  Teuser 

135  The  Shortys  Doing  Europe;  or,  On  a  Grand 

Tour  for  Fun.  Part  I,  by  Sam  Smiley 

136  The  Shortys  Doing  Europe;  or.  On  a  Grand 

•Tour  for  Fun.  Part  II,  by  Sam  Smiley 

137  Aunt  Maria;  or,  She  Thought  She  Knew  It  All. 

by  Sam  Smiley 

138  Muldoon  In  Chicago;  or.  The  Solid  Man  at  the 

World’s  Fair,  by  lom  Teaser 

139  Cousin  Harry;  or,  An  English  Boy  in  America 

part  i  by  Sam  Smiley 

140  Cousin  Harry;  or.  An  English  Boy  in  America. 

Part  II.  by  Sam  Smiley 

141  A  New  Tommy  Bounce;  or.  The  Worst  of  the 

Lot.  Part  1.  by  Sam  Smilsy 


144  Stump;  or,  "  Little,  But,  Oh,  My!’ 


142  A  New  Tommy  Bounce;  or,  The  Worst  of  the 

Lot.  Parti  I.  by  Sam  Bui  i  ley 

143  Stump;  or,  “Little,  But,  Ob,  My!”  Part  I. 

by  Peter  Pad 

Part  I L 
by  Peter  Pad 

145  Shoo-Fly;  or.  Nobody’s  Moke.  Part  I. 

by  Tom  Teaser 

146  Shoo-Fly;  or,  Nobody's  Moke.  Part  II. 

by  Tom  Teaser 

147  Chips  and  Chin  Chin,  the  Two  Orphans.  Part 

I .  by  Peter  Pad 

148  Chips  and  Chin  Chin,  the  Two  Orphans.  Part 

II.  by  Peter  Pad 

149  The  Shortys  on  the  Road;  or,  In  the  Old  Busi¬ 

ness  Just  for  Fun.  Part  I,  by  Peter  Pad 

150  The  Shortys  on  the  Road;  or,  In  the  Old  Busi¬ 

ness  Just  for  Fun.  Part  11,  ty  Peter  Pad 

151  Our  Wilhe;  or,  The  Last  of  the  Fitz- Herberts, 

by  Tom  1  easer 

152  Plaster  aud  Stickem ;  or,  Out  For  the  Stuff. 

by  Sam  Smiley 

153  Muldoon's  Flat*.  Part  I.  by  Tom  Teaser 

154  Muldoou’s  Flats.  Part  II.  by  Tom  Teaser 

155  Boarding  School  Scrapes;  or.  The  Rackets  of  a 

Young  Ventriloquist.  Parti  by  Tom 'Teaser 

156  Boarding  School  Scrapes;  or.  The  Rackets  of  a 

Youug  Ventriloquist  Part  II.  by  Tom 'leaser 

157  Yellow  and  Black;  or.  The  Two  Bosses  of 

Whackington  Academy  Part  i,  hr  Sam  Smiley 

158  Yellow  and  Black;  or,  The  Two  Bosses  of 

Whackington  Academy.  Part  II.  by  Sain  Smiley 

159  Fred  Frollick.  the  Boy  Ventriloquist;  or,  'I  he 

Torment  of  the  Town .  Part  I .  by  Tom  Teaser 

160  Fred  Frollick.  the  Boy  Ventriloquist :  or,  I  he 

Torment  of  the  Town.  Part  II.  by  Tom  Teaser 

161  Mortimer  Merry;  or,  The  Pranks  of  a  Boy  Mes¬ 

merist.  Parti.  by  Tom  leaser 

162  Mortimer  Merry;  or.  The  Pranks  of  a  Boy  Mes¬ 

merist.  Part  II.  by  1  om  1  easer 

163  The  Two  Mimics  ;  or.  Jack  and  Joe  Johnson  at 

Sobool.  Parti.  ,  T  by  barn  Smiley 

164  The  'Two  Mimics  ;  or,  Jack  and  Joe  Johnson  at 

School.  Part  II.  ^  by  Sain  Smiley 

165  Shorty;  or.  Kicked  Into  Good  Luck,  by  T 1 eter  Pad 

166  Shorty  In  Luck.  w typ Peter  Pad 

167  The  Mulcabey  Twins,  ty  Tom  Teaser 

168  Corkey ;  or.  The  Tricks  and  Travels  of  a  Supe. 

.by  Tom  1  easer 

169  Shorty  Junior;  or,  The  Son  of  His  Dad.  peter  pad 

170  Jim  Jams;  or,  Jack  of  All  Trades,  by  Tom  Teaser 


All  the  above  libraries  are  for  sale  by  all  newsdealers  in  the  United  States  and  Canada,  or  sent  to  your  address,  post-paid,  on  reeeipt 


of  price.  Address 

FRANK  TOUSEY, 


Publisher,  29  West  26th  Street,  New  York. 


latestWes  of  the  frank  reade  library. 
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By  “NONAME. 


94  Over  the  Andos  With  Frank  Reads,  Jr  .  in  Hio  New 

Air-Ship;  or.  Wild  Adventures  in  Pern. 

95  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Prairie  Whirlwind;  or,  lhe  Mystery 

of  the  Hidden  Canyon.  ,  _  .  T  .a  Wr„h 

96  Under  the  Yellow  Sea;  or.  I-  rank  Reade,  Jr.  s  Searcn 

fur  the  Cave  of  Pearls  With  His  New  Submarine 
Cruiser. 

97  Around  the  Horizon  for  Ten  Thousand  Miles;  or. 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Wonderful  Trip  With  His  Air 

98  Frank P Reade,  Jr.’s  “Sky  Scraper;”  or.  North  and 

South  Around  the  World.  nu 

99  Under  the  Equator  from  Ecuador  to  Borneo,  or,  L  ran* 

Reade.  Jr"s  Greatest  Submarine  Voyage. 

100  From  Coast  to  Coast;  or,  Frank  Reade  Jr,*  1  V 

Across  \  fries  in  His  Electric  Jtyoraeran*.  .. 

101  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  and  His  Electric  Car,  or,  Outwit¬ 

ting  a  Desperate  Gang.  R«ide 

102  Lost  in  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon;  or.  I* ra.nk  Ko»«io. 

Jr.’s  Great  Trip  With  His  New  Air-Ship,  the 

103  100  Mdea  Below  the  Surface  of  the  Sea, «•  hln" 

velons  Trip  of  Frank  Keado,  Jr.  .  Hard-Shell 
Submarine  Boat  D  ,  »„  -ih, rill- 

104  Abandoned  in  Alaska;  or,  bfjnk  KfiRde  ^f.  *  brill 
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